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ORIENTAL    ECLOGUES. 


ECLOGUE     I. 

Selim;  or  the  Shepherd's  Mora].    Scene,  a  Valley 
near  Bagdat.    Time,  the  Morning. 

XT' E  Perfian  maids,  attend  your  poet's  lays, 
"*     And  hear  how  fhepherds  pafs  their  golden  days. 
Not  all  are  blell,  whom  fortune's  hand  faflains 
With  wealth  in  courts,  nor  all  that  haunt  the  plains  : 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell  ! 
'Tis  virtue  make  the  blifs,  wheree'er  we  dwell. 

Thus  Selim  fung,  by  facred  truth  infpir'd  ; 
Nor  praife,  but  fuch  as  truth  bellow'd,  defir'd  : 
Wife  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  fongs  convey'd 
Informing  morals  to  the  ihepherd  maid  ; 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  furell  blifs  to  find. 
What  groves  nor  llreams  bellow,  a  virtuous  mind. 

When  fweet  and  blufhing,  like  a  virgin  bride 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride. 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play. 
Breathe  on  each  flower,  and  bear  their  fweets  away : 
By  Tigris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung 
This  ufeful  leffon  for  the  fair  and  young, 
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Ye  Perfian  dames,  he  faid,  to  you  belong. 
Well  may  they  pleafe,  the  morals  of  my  fong  : 
No  fairer  maids,  I  truil,  than  you  are  found, 
Grac'd  with  foft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around  ! 
The  morn  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 
Each  gentler  ray  delicious  to  your  eyes  : 
For  you  thofe  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  bellow. 
And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 
Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are. 
The  bell  kind  blefllngs  heaven  can  grant  the  fair  I 
V/ho  truil  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray, 
Boall  but  the  worth  BafTora's  pearls  difplay  ; 
Drawn  from  the  deep  we  own  their  furface  bright. 
But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luftrous  light  : 
Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they  boaft. 
By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loll. 
Self- flattering  fex  !  your  hearts  believe  in  vain 
That  love  fliall  blind,  when  once  he  fires  the  fvvain ; 
Or  hope  a  lover  by  your  faults  to  win. 
As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  Ikin  : 
Who  feeks  fecure  to  rule,  be  firfl:  her  care 
Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair  ; 
Each  tender  paflion  man  delights  to  find. 
The  lov'd  perfedions  of  a  female  mind  ! 

Blell  were  the  days,  when  wifdom  held  her  reign. 
And  ftiepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain  ; 
With  Truth  flie  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove. 
Immortal  Truth,  and  daughters  blefs'd  their  love, 

O  hafte,  fair  maids  !  ye  Virtues  come  away. 
Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  ! 

The 
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The  balmy  fhrub  for  you  fhall  love  our  fhore. 

By  Ind  excell'd,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

Loft  to  our  fields,  for  fo  the  Fates  ordain. 

The  dear  deferters  (hall  return  again. 

Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  are  clear. 

To  lead  tlie  train,  fweet  Modefty  appear : 

Here  make  thy  court  amidft  our  rural  fcene. 

And  ihepherd- girls  fhall  own  thee  for  their  queen. 

With  thee  be  Chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 

Dillrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid  ; 

But  man  the  moft— not  more  the  mountain  doe 

Holds  the  fwift  faulcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 

Cold  is  her  breafr,  like  flowers  that  diink  the  dew, 

A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 

No  wild  defires  amidft  thy  train  be  known. 

But  Faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix*d  on  one  alone  : 

Defponding  Meeknefs  with  her  dovvncaft  eyes. 

And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  fighs ; 

And  Love  the  laft  :  by  thefe  your  hearts  approve, 

Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  muft  lead  to  love. 

Thus  fung  the  fwain  ;  and  ancient  legends  fay. 
The  maids  of  Bagdat  verified  the  lay : 
Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Virtues  came  along. 
The  fhepherds  lov'd,  and  Selim  blefs'd  his  fong. 
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ECLOGUE      II. 

Haflan  j  or  the  Camel-driver.    Scene,  the  Defert. 
Time,  Mid-day. 

T  N  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 

The  driver  HaiTan  with  his  camels  paft : 
One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore. 
And  his  light  fcrip  contain'd  a  fcanty  ftore  : 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand. 
To  guard  his  ihaded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  iky, 
And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 
The  beafts,  with  pain,  their  dufly  way  purfue. 
Shrill  roar'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view  ! 
With  defperate  forrovv  wild,  th'  affrighted  man 
Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ilruck  his  breait,  and  thus  began : 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firil  from  Schiraz'  v/alls  I  bent  my  way  !'* 

Ah  !  little  thought  I  of  the  blafting  wind. 
The  thirft,  or  pinching  hunger,  that  I  find  ! 
Bethink  thee,  Haflan,  where  fhall  Thirft  afluage. 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 
Soon  Ihall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  refign  ; 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  ihall  be  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  ihare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away. 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
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In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  beftow  : 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  !'* 

Curfl  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far  fatiguing  trade  I 
The  lily  peace  outfhines  the  iilver  llore. 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defert  brown. 
To  every  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea  : 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
Ah !  why  was  ruin  fo  attradlive  made. 
Or  why  fond  man  fo  eafily  betray'd  ? 
Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along. 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  f 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride. 
Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold. 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way !" 

O  ceafe,  my  fears  ! — all  frantic  as  1  go. 
When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe. 
What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet  !— - 
Oft  iji  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet  : 
And,  fearful  !  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night, 
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By  hunger  rouz'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain^ 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  : 
Before  them  death  with  Ihrieks  diredls  their  way. 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 
**  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
^*  When  fir  ft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  v/ay  1'* 

At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  fhall  creep. 
If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  fleep : 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around. 
And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor. 
From  luft  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure  I 
They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  find ; 
Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reafoa  rules  the  mind. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  1" 

O,  haplefs  youth  !   for  Ihe  thy  love  hath  won. 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  moft  undone  1 
Big  f. v.ell'd  my  heart,  and  own'd  the  powerful  maid^ 
When  faft  fhe  drops  her  tears,  as  thus  ihe  faid  : 
«  Farewell  the  youth  whom  fighs  could  not  detain, 
*'  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  I 
"  Yet  as  thou  go'ft,  may  every  blaft  arife 
«*  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejeded  fighs  ! 
*'  Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'ft  thou  fee, 
"  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like  me." 
O,  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return. 
Say  with  a  kifs,  fhe  muft  not,  fhall  net  mourn  ; 
O  J  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 
Recall'd  by  Wifdom's  voice,  and  Zara's  tears. 

He 
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He  faid,  and  call'd  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day. 
When  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his  way. 


ECLOGUE      IIL 

Abra ;  or,  the  Georgian  Sultana.   ScenCj  a  Foreft, 
Time,  the  Evening. 

IN  Georgia's  land,  where  Tefflis'  towers  are  feen. 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green. 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glade. 
And  the  tall  forefts  call  a  longer  ihade, 
Vv^hat  time  'tis  f^veet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  ftray. 
Or  fcent  the  breathing  maize  at  fetting  day ; 
Amidft  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove, 
Emyra  fung  the  pleafmg  cares  of  love. 

Of  Abra  firil  began  the  tender  ftrain. 
Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain  : 
At  morn  flie  came  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead. 
Where  lilies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead; 
From  early  dawn  the  live -long  hours  flie  told. 
Till  late  at  fllent  eve  Ihe  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  fliade, 
A  various  wreath  of  odorous  flowers  flie  made  : 
*  Gay-motley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  flie  chofe> 
The  violet  blae  that  on  the  mofs-bank  grows  j 

*  That  thefe  flowers  are  found  In  very  great  abundance 
in  feme  of  the  provinces  of  Perfia,  fee  the  modern  ^hiftory 
of  Mi'.  Salmon. 

All- 
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All-fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there : 
The  iiniih'd  chaplet  well-adorn'd  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc'd  that  fated  morn  to  ftray. 
By  love  conduced  from  the  chace  away; 
Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fong. 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among : 
At  length  he  found,  and  woo'd  the  rural  maid ; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd. 
*'  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd!" 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain ; 
Yet  ftill  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain : 
Oft  as  flie  went,  flie  backward  turn'd  her  view. 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair  happy  maid !  to  other  fcenes  remove. 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love  ! 
Go  leave  the  Ample  pipe,  and  fliepherd's  ftrain; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign. 
*^  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
*'  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd !" 

Yet  midlt  the  blaze  of  courts  flie  fix'd  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  fliady  grove  : 
Still  with  the  Ihepherd's  innocence  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale,  and  flowery  mead  inclin'd ; 
And  oft  as  fprmg  renewed  the  plains  with  flowers, 
Breath'd  his  loft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  hours. 
With  fure  return  ihe  fought  the  fylvan  fcene. 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 
Her  maids  around  her  mov'd,  a  duteous  band ! 
Each  bore  a  crook  all  rural  in  her  hand : 

Somt 
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Some  fimple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds  they  fung; 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  foreft  rung. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  I 

And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 
And  thorns  of  ftate,  attendant  on  the  fair; 
Oft  to  the  Ihades  and  low-roof 'd  cots  retir'd, 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firft  his  heart  was  fir'd : 
A  rufTet  mantle,  like  a  fwain,  he  wore. 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  !'* 

Bleft  was  the  life,  that  royal  Abbas  led : 
Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel ; 
The  fimple  (hepherd-girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  thofe  who  rule  on  Perfia's  jewel'd  throne. 
Be  fam'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone; 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown. 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crown. 
O  happy  days !  the  rnaids  around  her  fay ; 
O  halle,  profufe  of  bleffings,  halte  away  ! 
"  Be  tY^ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd; 
"  And  Qvtry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  I'* 
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ECLOGUE      IV. 

Aglb  and  Secander ;  or,  the  Fugitives*     Scene,  a 
Mountain  in  Circaffia.     Time,  Midnight, 

JN  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Each  fwain  was  blelt,  for  every  maid  was  kind  ; 
At  that  ftill  hour,  when  aweful  midnight  reigns. 
And  none,  but  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains ; 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high. 
And  pall  in  radiance  through  the  cloudlefs  iky ; 
Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  fhepherds  fled. 
Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  ibrrow  led : 
Fall  as  they  prell  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wild  ravag'd  plains,  and  vallies  Hole  away. 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fides  they  ran. 
Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began: 

SECANDER. 

O  ftay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny. 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey. 
Trace  our  fad  flight  through  all  its  length  of  way  f 
And  firll  review  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  pall  with  pain ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  try'd  1 
And  lall  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide ! 

AGIB. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  mud  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  feverer  woe ! 

Still 
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Still,  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  Ihouts  behind. 

And  fhrieks  and  forrows  load  the  faddening  wind: 

In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand. 

He  blaits  our  harvelts,  and  deforms  our  land. 

Yon  citron  grove,  whence  iirft  in  fear  we  came. 

Droops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame: 

Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair. 

And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 

SECANDER. 

Unhappy  land,  whofe  bleflings  tempt  the  fword. 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'ft  thy  Perflan  lord ! 
In  vain  thou  court'il  him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid. 
To  fliield  the  lliepherd,  and  proted  the  maid  1 
Far  ofl^,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  reflgn'd. 
Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  foothe  his  mind, 
'Midft  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy. 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 

AGIB. 

Yet  thefe  green  hilb,  in  fummer's  fultry  heat. 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  maids  and  fliepherds  lov'd  in  vain ! 
No  more  the  virgins  fliall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  fliady  grove 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale : 
Fair  fcenes  !  but,  ah !  no  more  with  peace  pofleft. 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 
No  more  the  fliepherd's  whitening  tents  appear, 
1!^or  the  kind  produ<^s  of  a  bounteous  year; 

No 
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No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloflbms  crown'd  ! 
But  ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

SEC  ANDER. 

In  vain  Circaffia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves : 
In  vain  fhe  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair. 
Their  eyes*  blue  languifh,  and  their  golden  hair  ! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  mufl  fend ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  fhall  rend. 

AGIB. 

Ye  Georgian  fvvains,  that  piteous  learn  from  far 
Circaffia's  ruin,  and  the  wafte  of  war ; 
Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  ftafFs  prepare, 
To  fliield  your  harvefts,  and  defend  your  fair : 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix'd  to  deftroy,  and  ftedfaft  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred. 
By  lull  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe. 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nurft  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  faid ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  fhriller  Ihriek,  and  nearer  fires  appeared : 
Th'  affrighted  fhepherds,  through  the  dews  of  night. 
Wide  o'er  the  moon-light  hills  renew'd  their  flight. 
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DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL, 

ODE    TO    PITY. 

1^  Thou,  the  friend  of  man  aflign'd, 
^"^  With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind. 

And  charm  his  frantic  woe : 
When  firft  Diftrefs,  with  dagger  keen. 
Broke  forth  to  wafte  his  deftin'd  fcene. 

His  wild  unfated  foe  I 

By  Pella's  Bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame. 

Receive  my  humble  rite  : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  Iky -worn  robes  of  tendered  blue. 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light  1 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Iliffus'  dillant  fide, 

Deferted  llream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  *  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains. 
And  Echo,  'midft  my  native  plains. 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 

*  A  river  in  Suflex. 

There 
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There  firfl:  the  wren  thy  myrtles  fhed 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  (hewn ; 
And  while  he  fung  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  foft  notes  unfpoil'd  by  art. 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own. 

Come,  Pity,  come,  by  fancy's  aid, 
Ev'n  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maidj 

Thy  temple's  pride  deiign : 
Its  fouthern  fite,  its  truth  complete 
Shall  raife  a  wild  enthufiaft  heat. 

In  all  who  view  the  fhrine. 

There  Pidure's  toil  fhall  well  relate. 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate. 

O'er  mortal  blifs  prevail: 
The  bulkin'd  Mufe  Ihall  near  her  Hand, 
And  fighing  prompt  her  tender  hand. 

With  each  difaftrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retir'd  by  day. 
In  dreams  of  paffion  melt  away, 

Allow'd  with  thee  to  dwell : 
There  wafte  the  mournful  lamp  of  night. 
Till,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  Britilh  ihell  I 


ODE 
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ODE     TO     FEAR. 

'"J^HOU,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
■"-     With  all  its  ihadowy  fliapes  Is  fhewn; 
Who  feeil:  appall'd  th'  unreal  fcene. 
While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between : 

Ah,  Fear !  ah,  frantic  Fear  ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near. 
1  know  thy  hurried  flep,  thy  haggard  eye ! 
Like  thee  I  ftart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly. 
For,  lo,  what  monllers  in  thy  train  appear  I 
Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form. 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  llorm. 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  fleep : 
And  with  him  thoufand  phantoms  join'd. 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs'd  the  mind: 
And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prefide; 
While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare: 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate. 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait ; 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghaftly  train  can  fee. 
And  look  not  madly  wild,  like  thee  ? 

Vol.  LYIIL  C  epojje. 
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EPODE. 

In  earliell  Greece,  to  thee,  with  partial  choice. 
The  grie^full  Mufe  addreft  her  infant  tongue; 

The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  aweful  voice. 
Silent  and  pale,  in  wild  amazement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  Bard  *  who  firfl:  invok'd  thy  name, 
Dirdain'd  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel: 

For  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame. 

But  reach'd  from  Virtue's  hand  the  patriot's  HeeL 

But  who  is  he,  whom  later  garlands  grace. 
Who  left  a  while  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove. 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  il-eps  to  trace. 
Where  thou  and  furies  fliar'd  the  baleful  grove  i 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  inceftuous  Queen  f 
Sigh'd  the  fad  call  her  fon  and  hufband  heard. 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  filent  fcene, 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear 'd. 

O  Fear,  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart. 

Thy  withering  power  infpir'd  each  mournful  line. 

Though  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 
Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  fcene  are  thine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou  who  fuch  weary  lengths  haft  paft. 
Where  wilt  thou  reft,  mad  nymph,  at  laft  ? 
Say,  wilt  thou  fhroud  in  haunted  cell. 
Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 


iEfchylus;  "j-  Jocafta. 


Or 
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Or  in  fome  hollovv'd  feat, 

'Gainft  which  the  big  waves  beat. 

Hear  drowning  feamen's  cries  in  tempefts  brought ! 

Dark  power,  with  (huddering  meek  fubmitted  thought. 

Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old. 

Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told. 

And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view. 
Hold  each  flrange  tale  devoutly  true ; 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'er-aw'd. 
In  that  thrice-hallow'd  eve  abroad. 
When  ghofts,  as  cottage-maids  believe^ 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave. 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen. 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men! 

O  thou,  whofe  fpirlt  moft  poffeft 
The  facred  feat  of  Shakefpeare's  breaft  I 
By  all  that  from,  thy  prophet  broke. 
In  thy  divine  emotions  fpoke  ! 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  v/ith  thee ! 

ODE     TO     SIMPLICITY. 

/^  Thou,  by  Nature  taught, 

^^  To  breathe  her  genuine  thought. 
In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  fvveetly  ftrong : 

Who  firft  on  mountains  wild. 

In  Fancy,  lovelieft  child. 
Thy  babe,  and  Pleafure's,  nurs'd  the  powers  of  fong  ! 

C  z  Thou, 
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Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 

Difdain'il:  the  wealth  of  art. 
And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  pall : 

But  com'fl  a  decent  maid. 

In  Attic  robe  array'd, 
O  chafle,  unboaftful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call ! 

By  all  the  honey'd  ftore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  fhore. 
By  ail  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear. 

By  her,  whofe  love-lorn  woe. 

In  evening  mufings  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Eleftra's  poet's  ear: 

By  old  Cephilus  deep. 

Who  fpread  his  wavy  fweep 
In  warbled  wanderings  round  thy  green  retreat. 

On  whofe  enamel'd  fide. 

When  holy  Freedom  died. 
No  equal  haunt  allur'd  thy  future  feet. 

O  filler  meek  of  Truth, 

To  my  admiring  youth. 
Thy  fober  aid  and  native  charms  infufe  ! 

The  flowers  that  fweeteit  breathe. 

Though  beauty  cuil'd  the  wreathe. 
Still  afk  thy  hand  to  range  their  order'd  hues. 

While  Rome  could  none  efteem. 
But  virtue's  patriot  theme. 
You  lov'd  her  hills,  and  led  her  laureate  band; 

But 
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But  flaid  to  fing  alone 
To  one  diftinguilh'd  throne. 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  altered  land. 

No  more,  in  hall  or  bower. 

The  paflions  own  thy  power. 
Love,  only  Love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean : 

For  thou  haft  left  her  ihrine. 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine. 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  blefs  the  fervile  fcene. 

Though  tafte,  though  genius  blefs 

To  fome  divine  excefs. 
Faint  's  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpn-e  the  whole; 

What  each,  what  all  fupply. 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye. 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul  1 

Of  thefe  let  others  afk. 

To  aid  fome  mighty  tafk, 
1  only  feek  to  find  thy  temperate  vale : 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  found 

To  maids  and  ihephc-rds  round, 
And  all  thy  fons,  O  Nature,  learn  my  tale. 

ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 

A  S  once,  if  not  with  light  regard, 
"^^  I  read  aright  that  gifted  Bard, 
(Him  whofe  fchool  above  the  reft 
His  lo/elieft  Eliin  queen  has  bleft) 

C  3  One, 
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One,  only  one  unrival'd  fair  *, 

Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear. 

At  folemn  tournay  hung  on  high. 

The  wiih  of  each  love- darting  eye; 

Lo !   to  each  other  nymph  in  tarn  applied,. 

As  if,  in  air  unfeen,  feme  hovering  hand. 
Some  chafce  and  angel-friend  to  virgin-fame. 

With  whifper'd  fpell  had  burll  the  ftarting  band'p. 
It-  left  unblefi:  her  loath'd  dirnonour'd  fide  ; 

Happier  hopelefs  fair,  if  never 

Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour 
Had  touch'd  that  fatal  zone  to  her  denied ! 
Young  Fancy  thus,,  to  me  divineft  name. 

To  whom,  prepar'd  and  bath'd  in  heaven,. 

The  ceft  of  am.pleft  power  is  given. 

To  few  the  god-like  gift  alligns. 

To  gird  their  bleft  prophetic  loins. 
And  gaze  her  vifions  wild,  and  feel  unmix'd  her  flame. 
The  band,  as  fairy  legends  fay. 
Was  wove  on  that  creating  day. 
When  he,  who  call'd  with  thought  to  birth. 
Yon  tented  fky,  thic  laughing  earth. 
And  dreil  with  fprings,  and  forefts  tall,. 
A.nd  pour'd  the  main  engirting  all. 
Long  by  the  lov'd  enthufiaft  woo'd,. 
Himfelf  in  fome  diviner  mood. 
Retiring,  fate  with  her  alone. 
And  plac'd  her  on  his  fapphire  throne^. 

*  Florimel.     See  Spenfer,  Leg.  4» 

The 
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The  whiles,  the  vaulted  fnrine  around. 

Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  found. 

Now  fublimeft  triumph  fwelling ; 

Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelling ; 

And  Ihe,  from  out  the  veiling  cloud, 

Breath'd  her  magic  notes  aloud: 

And  thou,  thou  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn,. 

And  ail  thy  fubjed  life  was  born  ? 

The  dangerous  palnons  kept  aloof. 

Far  from  the  fainted  growing  woof: 

But  near  it  fate  ecflatic  Wonder, 

Liilening  the  deep  applauding  thunder  : 

And  Truth,  in  funny  veil  array 'd. 

By  whofe  the  Tarfol's  eyes  were  made; 

All  the  (hadowy  tribes  of  Mind, 

In  braided  dance  their  murmurs  join'd. 

And  all  the  bright  uncounted  powers. 

Who  feed  on  heaven's  ambrofial  flowers. 

Where  is  the  Bard,  whofe  foul  can  now 

Its  high  prefuming  hopes  avow  ? 

Where  he  who  thinks^:  with  rapture  blind,- 

This  hallow'dvvork  for  him  defign'd? 

High  on  fonie  cliff,  to  heaven  up-pil'd,. 

Of  rude  accefs,  of  profpecl  wild. 

Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  fleep. 

Strange  ftiades  o'erbrow  the  vallies  deep, 

And  holy  Genii  guard  the  rock. 

Its  glooms  embrown,  its  fprings  unlock,. 

While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head. 

An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  fpread.. 

C  4  Eview 
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I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among. 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 
From  many  a  cloud  that  dropp'd  ethereal  dew. 
Nigh  fpher'd  in  heaven  its  native  ftrains  could  hear : 
On  which  that  ancient  trump  he  reach'd  was  hung  ; 
Thither  oft  his  glory  greeting. 
From  Waller's  myrtle  fhades  retreating. 
With  many  a  vow  from  Hope's  afpiring  tongue. 
My  ti'embling  feet  his  guiding  fteps  purfue; 
In  vain — Such  blifs  to  one  alone. 
Of  all  the  fons  of  foul  was  known. 
And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o'erturn'd  th'  infpiring  bowers. 
Or  curtain'd  clofe  fuch  fcene  from  every  future  view. 

ODE.     Written  in  the  Year  1746. 

TJ  OW  fleep  the  brave,  who  fink  to  reft. 

By  all  their  country's  wilhes  bleft  I 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold. 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow' d  mold. 
She  there  fhall  drefs  a  fweeter  fod. 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  Fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung. 
By  forms  unfeen  their  dirge  is  fung ; 
There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  grey. 
To  blefs  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay. 
And  Freedom  ihail  a  while  repair. 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  the:  e  ! 

ODE 
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ODE     TO     MERCY. 

STROPHE. 

/^  Thou,  who  fit'ft  a  fmiling  bride 
By  Valour's  arm'd  and  aweful  fide, 
Gentleft  of  fky-born  forms,  and  bell  ador'd  : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear. 

Win 'It  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear. 
And  hid'll  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodlefs  fword  J 

Thou  who,  amidft  the  deathful  field. 

By  godlike  chiefs  alone  beheld. 
Oft  with  thy  bofom  bare  art  found. 
Pleading  for  him  the  youth  who  finks  to  ground : 

See  Mercy,  fee,  with  pure  and  loaded  hands. 

Before  thy  fhrine  my  country's  genius  Hands, 
And  decks  thy  altar  ilill,  though  pierc'd  with  many  a 
wound ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

When  he  whom  ev'n  our  joys  provoke. 

The  fiend  of  Nature  join'd  his  yoke. 
And  ruih'd  in  wrath  to  make  our  iile  his  prey ; 

Thy  form,  from  out  thy  fweet  abode, 

O'ertook  him  on  his  blalled  road. 
And  ftopp'd  his  wheels,  and  look'd  his  rage  away. 

I  fee  recoil  his  fable  llieeds. 

That  bore  him  fvvift  to  favage  deeds. 
Thy  tender  melting  eyes  they  own; 
b  Maid,  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  fhown. 

Where  Juftice  bars  her  iron  tower. 

To  thee  we  build  a  rofeate  bower. 
Thou,  thou  ihalt  rule  our  (jueen,  and  fhare  our  monarch's 
throne !  ODE 
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ODE     TO     LIBERTY. 

STROPHE. 

"T  1^7 HO  fhall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 
^  '      And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life. 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading^ 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fullen  hue. 
At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  Ihedding^. 

Applauding  Freedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  r 
What  new  Alceus,  fancy -bleft. 
Shall  fmg  the  fword,.  in  myrtles  dreft,- 

At  Wifdom's  Ihrine  a  while  its  flame  concealing^. 
(What  place  fo  fit  to  feal  a  deed  renown'd  r ) 

Till  fne  her  brightell  lightnings  round  revealing. 
It  leap'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted  wound  I 
O  Goddefs,  in  that  feeling  hour. 

When  moll  its  founds  would  court  thy  ears^ 
Let  not  my  Ihell's  mifguided  power,. 

E'er  draw  thy  fad,  thy  mindful  tears.. 
No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell. 
How  Rome,  before  thy  face, 
With  heavieft  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell, 
Pufh'd  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race. 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe,. 
When  Time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke,. 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  Itrength  and  grace,. 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  llroke. 
And  many  a  barbarous  yell,,  to  thoufand  fragments 
broke. 

E  P  0  D  E* 
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Vet^  ev'n  wheree'er  the  leaft  appear'd, 
Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever'd  ; 
Still,  'midft  the  fcatter'd  ftates  around. 
Some  remnants  of  her  ftre-ngih  were  found  i 
They  faw,  by  what  efcap'd  the  ftorm. 
How  wondrous  rofe  her  perfect  form  ; 
How  in  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole. 
Each  mighty  mailer  pour'd  his  foul; 
For  funny  Florence,  feat  of  art. 
Beneath  her  vines  preferv'd  a  part,. 
Till  they,  whom  fcience  lov'd  to  name, 
(O,  whjo  could  fear  it?)  quench'd  her  flame>- 
And,  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pifa's  olive  fhade  ! 
See  fmail  Marino  joins  the  theme^ 
Though  leaft,  not  lall  in  thy  efteem  ; 
Strike,,  louder  ftrike  th'  ennobling  firings 
To  thofe,  vvhofe  merchants  fons  were  kings  ^ 
To  him,  who,  deck'd  with  pearly  pride, 
Ln  Adria  weds  his  green-hair'd  bride  : 
Hail  port  of  glory,  wealth,  and  pleafure> 
Ne'er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  meafure  :- 
N-or  e'er  her  former  pride  relate. 
To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  Hate. 
Ah,  no  !  more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  feek. 
On  wild  Helvetia's  mountains  bleak  : 
(Where,  when  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice^ 
The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice  5 

Forth 
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Forth  from  his  eyrie  rouz'd  in  dread. 
The  ravening  eagle  northward  fled.) 
Or  dwell  in  willow'd  meads  more  near. 
With  thofe  *  to  whom  thy  ftork  is  dear : 
Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 
Whofe  crown  a  Britifn  queen  refus'd  ! 
The  magic  works,  thou  feel'ft  the  llrains. 
One  holier  name  alone  remains ; 
The  perfect  fpell  fhall  then  avail, 
Hail,  Nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail  ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond  the  meafure  vaft  of  thought. 
The  works,  the  wizard  Time  has  wrought ! 

The  Gaul,  'tis  held  of  antique  flory. 
Saw  Britain  link'd  to  his  now  adverfe  ilrand  f , 

No  fea  between,  nor  cliff  fublime  and  hoary. 
He  pafs'd  with  unwet  feet  through  all  our  land. 

*  The  Dutch,  amongft  whom  there  are  very  fevere  pe- 
nalties for  thofe  who  are  convitfled  of  killing  this  bird. 
They  are  kept  tame  in  almofl  all  their  towns,  and  particu- 
larly at  the  Hague,  of  the  arms  of  which  they  make  a  part. 
The  common  people  of  Holland  are  faid  to  entertain  a 
fuperftitious  fentiment,  that  if  the  whole  fpecies  of  them 
ihould  become  extincfl,  they  ihould  lofe  their  liberties. 

f  This  tradition  is  mentioned  by  feveral  of  our  old  hif- 
torians.  Some  naturalifts  too  have  endeavoured  to  ftipport 
the  probability  of  the  fa(ft,  by  arguments  drawn  from  the 
corrcfpondent  difpofition  of  the  two  oppofite  coafts.  I  do  not 
remember  that  any  poetical  ufe  has  been  hitherto  made 
of  it. 

To 
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To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  fay. 
The  wild  waves  found  another  way. 
Where  Crcas  howls,  his  wolfiih  mountains  rounding  ; 

Till  all  the  banded  weft  at  once  'gan  rife, 
A  wide  wild  ilorm  ev'n  Nature's  felf  confounding. 
Withering  her  giant  fons  with  ftrange  uncouth  fur- 
prize. 
This  pillar'd  earth  fo  firm  and  wide. 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn. 
In  thunders  dread  was  pulh'd  afide. 

And  down  the  fhouldering  billows  borne. 
And  fee,  like  gems,  her  laughing  train. 

The  little  illes  on  every  fide, 
Mona  *,  once  hid  from  thofe  who  fearch  the  main. 

Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide. 
And  Wight  who  checks  the  wefteriiig  tide. 

For  thee  confenting  heaven  has  each  beftow'd, 
A  fair  attendant  on  her  fovereign  pride  : 

To  thee  this  blelt  divorce  flie  ow'd. 
For  thou  hall:  made  her  vales  thy  lov'd,  thy  laft  abode  ! 

*  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  Ifle  of  Man,  that  a  mermaid 
becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man  of  extraordinary 
beauty,  took  an  opportunity  of  meeting  him  one  day  as  he 
walked  on  the  fhore,  and  opened  her  paflion  to  him,  but 
was  received  with  a  coldnefs,  occafioned  by  his  horror  and 
furprlze  at  her  appearance.  This  however  was  fo  mifcon- 
ftrued  by  the  fea-lady,  that,  in  revenge  for  hi-,  treatment  of 
her,  fhe  puniflied  the  whole  ifland,  by  covermg  it  with  a 
mift,  fo  that  all  who  attempted  to  carry  on  any  commerce 
with  it,  either  never  arrived  at  it,  but  wandered  up  and 
down  the  fea,  or  were  on  a  fuddea  wrecked  upon  its  cliffs. 

SECOND 
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SECOND     EPODE. 

Then  too,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 

'Midft  the  green  navel  of  our  ifle. 

Thy  llirine  in  fome  religious  wood, 

O  foul-enforcing  Goddefs,  flood  ! 

There  oft  the  painted  native's  feet 

Were  wont  thy  form  celeftial  meet : 

Though  now  with  hopelefs  toil  we  trace 

Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  places 

Whether  the  iiery-treffed  Dane, 

Or  Roman's  felf  o'erturn'd  the  fane. 

Or  in  what  heaven-left  age  it  fell, 

'T  were  hard  for  modern  fong  to  tell. 

Yet  ftill,  if  truth  thofe  beams  infufe. 

Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  Mufe^ 

Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 

Paving  the  light  embroider'd  fky : 

Amidll  the  bright  pavilion'd  plains. 

The  beauteous  model  ftill  remains. 

There  happier  than  in  iflands  bleib 

Or  bowers  by  Spring  or  Hebe  drefl. 

The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  ftory. 

In  warlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory. 

Hear  their  conforted  Druids  fmg 

Their  triumphs  to  th'  immortal  firing„ 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz'd. 
What  bands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  .? 

Bv'n 
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Ev''n  now,  before  his  favour'd  eyes. 
In  Gothic  pride  it  feems  to  rife  ! 
Yet  Grecia's  graceful  orders  join, 
MajelHc,  through  the  mix'd  defign  ; 
The"  fecret  builder  knew  to  chufe. 
Each  fphere  found  gem  of  richeft  hues  : 
Whate'er  heaven's  purer  mold  contains. 
When  nearer  funs  emblaze  its  veins ; 
There  on  the  walls  the  Patriot's  fight 
May  ever  hang  with  frefli  delight. 
And.  grav'd  with  fome  prophetic  rage. 
Read  Albion's  fame  through  every  age:. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band. 
That  near  her  inmoft  altar  ftand  ! 
Now  foothe  her,  to  her  blifsful  train 
Elithe  Concord's  focial  form  to  gain  : 
Concord,  whofe  myrtle  wand  can  flecp 
Ev'n  Anger's  blood-fhot  tycs  in  fleep  : 
Before  whofe  breathing  bofcm's  balm. 
Rage  drops  his  rieel^  and  ftorms  grow  calm ; 
Her  let  our  fires  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  ihore. 
Our  youths,  enamour'd  of  the  fair. 
Play  with  the  tangles  of  her  hair. 
Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  found. 
The  nations  ihout  to  her  around, 
O,  how  fupremely  art  thou  bleft, 
Thou^  Lady,  thou  flialt  rule  the  weft  I 

ODE 
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ODE 

To  a  Lady,  on  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles 
Ross,  in  the  Action  at  Fontenoy.  "Written 
May,  1745- 

HILE,  loft  to  all  his  former  mirth, 
Britannia's  genius  bends  to  earth. 
And  mourns  the  fatal  day  : 
While  ftain'd  with  blood  he  ftrives  to  tear 
Unfeemly  from  his  fea-green  hair 
The  wreaths  of  chearful  May : 

The  thoughts  which  mufmg  pity  pays. 
And  fond  remembrance  loves  to  raife. 

Your  faithful  hours  attend  : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herfelf  unkind. 
Awakes  to  grief  the  foften'd  mind. 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

By  rapid  Scheld's  defcending  wave 
y/is  country's  vows  ftiall  blefs  the  grave, 

Wheree'er  the  youth  is  laid  : 
That  facred  fpot  the  village  hind 
With  every  fweeteft  turf  fhall  bind. 

And  Peace  protect  the  fhade. 

O'er  him,  whofe  doom  thy  virtues  grieve. 
Aerial  forms  fhall  fit  at  eve. 

And  bend  the  penfive  head? 

And, 
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And,  fall'n  to  fave  his  injur 'd  land. 
Imperial  Honour's  avveful  hand 
Shall  point  his  lonely  bed  ! 

The  warlike  dead  of  every  age. 
Who  fill  the  fair  recording  page. 

Shall  leave  their  fainted  reft  : 
And,  half-reclining  on  his  fpear. 
Each  wondering  chief  by  turns  appear. 

To  hail  the  blooming  guefl. 

Old  Edward's  fons,  unknown  to  yield. 
Shall  crowd  from  Creffy's  laurel'd  field. 

And  gaze  v/ith  fix'd  delight : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  they  feel. 
Again  they  fnatch  the  gleamy  fteel. 

And  wifh  th'  avenging  fight. 

But,  lo  !  where,  funk  in  deep  defpair- 
Her  garments  torn,  her  bofom  bare. 

Impatient  Freedom  lies  ! 
Her  matted  treiles  madly  fpread. 
To  every  fod  which  wraps  the  dead, 

She  turns  her  joylefs  eyes. 

Ne'er  Ihall  fhe  leave  that  lowly  ground.. 
Till  notes  of  triumph  burfting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  reftor'd  : 
Till  William  feek  the  fad  retreat. 
And,  bleeding  at  her  facrcd  feet, 

Prefent  the  fated  fword. 

Vol.  LViri.  D  If, 
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If,  weak  to  foothe  (o  foft  an  heart, 
Thefe  pidur'd  glories  nought  impart. 

To  dry  thy  conitant  tear  : 
If  yet,  in  Sorrow's  diftant  eye, 
Expos'd  and  pale  thou  fee'ft  him  lie. 

Wild  war  infulthig  near : 

Whcree'er  from  time  thou  court'ft  relief. 
The  Mufe  fhall  ftill,  with  focial  grief. 

Her  gentleil  promife  keep  : 
Ev'n  humble  Harting's  cottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  fad  repeated  tale. 

And  bid  her  fhepherds  weep. 


ODE     TO     EVENING. 

1  F  aught  of  oaten  flop,  or  palloral  fong, 

-*•    May  hope,  chafte  Eve,  to  foothe  thy  modefr  ear. 

Like  thy  own  folemn  fprings. 

Thy  fprings,  and  dying  gales ; 

O  nymph  referv'd,  while  now  the  bright-hair'd  fun 
Sits  in  yon  weftern  tent,  whofe  cloudy  Ikirts, 

With  brede  ethereal  wove, 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed  : 

Now  air  is  hufh'd,  fave  where  the  weak-ey'd  bat, 
With  fhort  Ihrill  fhriek  flits  by  on  leathern  wing. 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 

His  fmall  but  fullen  horn, 

As 
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As  oft  he  rifcs  'midil  the  twilight  path, 
Againft  the  pilgrim  borne  in  heedlefo  hum : 

Now  teach  me,  maid  compos 'd. 

To  breathe  fome  foften'd  llrain, 
Whofe  numbers,  Healing  through  thy  darkening  vale* 
May  not  unfcemly  with  its  ftillnefs  fuit. 

As,  mufmg  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  ! 
Por  when  thy  folding- ilar  arifmg  fhows 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  flept  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with  icagi^-. 
And  Iheds  the  frelhening  dew,  and  lovelier  Hill, 

The  penfive  pleafures  fweet 

Prepare  thy  fliadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  Ibme  wild  and  heathy  fcenc,. 
Or  find  fome  ruin  'midll  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  aweful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or  if  chill  bluftering  winds,  or  driving  rain. 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut. 

That  from  the  mountain's  fide. 

Views  wilds,  and  fwelling  floods. 

And  hamlets  brov^n,  and  dim-difcover'd  fpires. 
And  hears  their  fimple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dufkv  veil, 

T>  2  "^^'hile 
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While  Spring  fhall  pour  his  fhovvers,  as  oft  he  wont. 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  trefTes,  meekefl  Eve ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  fport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light : 

While  fallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves. 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troublous  air. 

Affrights  thy  Ihrinking  train. 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes : 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 

Shall  Fancy,  Friendlhip,  Science,  fmiling  Peace, 

Thy  gentlell  influence  own. 

And  love  thy  favourite  name  ! 

ODE     TO      PEACE. 

f^  Thou,  who  bad'il  thy  turtles  bear 
^^  Swift  from  his  grafp  thy  golden  hair. 

And  fought'ft  thy  native  ikies : 
When  war,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far. 
To  Britain  bent  his  iron  caj-. 

And  bade  his  florms  arife  ! 

Tir'd  of  his  rude  tyrannic  fway. 
Our  youth  fhall  fix  fome  fefHve  day. 

His  fuUen  fhrlnes  to  burn  : 
But  thou,  who  hear'ft  the  turning  fpheres. 
What  founds  may  charm  thy  partial  ears. 

And  gain  thy  bleft  return  i 

O  Peace, 
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O  Peace,  thy  injur'd  robes  up-biiid  I 
O  rife,  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 
The  Britiih  lion,  Goddefs  fweet,. 
Lies  ftretch'd  on  earth  to  kifs  thy  feet. 

And  own  thy  holier  reign. 

Let  others  court  thy  tranfient  fmile. 
But  come  to  grace  thy  weilern  ifle. 

By  warlike  Honour  led  ! 
And,  while  around  her  ports  rejoice^ 
While  all  her  fons  adore  thy  choice. 

With  him  for  ever  wed  I 

THE    MANNERS.    AN    ODE. 

7^  ARE  WELL,  for  clearer  ken  defign'dv 

^     The  dim-difcover'd  tradls  of  mind  : 

Truths  which,  from  aftion's  paths  retir'd. 

My  filent  fearch  in  vain  requir'd  ! 

No  more  my  fail  that  deep  explores. 

No  more  I  fearch  thofe  magic  lhores> 

What  regions  part  the  world  of  foul. 

Or  whence  thy  llreams.  Opinion,  roil : 

If  e'er  I  round  fuch  fairy  field. 

Some  power  impart  the  fpear  and  (Idelda, 

At  which  the  wizard  palHons  fly. 

By  which  the  giant  follies  die  1 

Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen, 
Arch*d  with  th.*  enlivening  olive*s  greea;, 

D  7,  W  liere 
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Where  Science,  prank'd  in  tiffued  veft> 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  dreft. 
Comes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd. 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  fhade  ! 
Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  fight. 
Thy  walks,  Obfervance,.  more  invite  ! 
O  thou,  who  lov'ii:  that  ampler  range, 
V/here  life's  wide  profpeds  round  thee  change^. 
And,  with  her  mingled  fons  ally'd,. 
Throw'fl  the  prattling  page  afide  : 
To  me  in  converfe  fweet  impart,^ 
To  read  in  man  the  native  heart. 
To  learn,  where  Science  fure  is  found,. 
From  Nature  as  £he  lives  around : 
And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true. 
By  turns  each  fnifting  image  view  I 
Till  meddling  Art's  officious  lore 
Reverfe  the  leffons  taught  before,. 
Alluring  from  a  fafer  rule,. 
To  dream  in  her  enchanted  fchool- , 
Thou,  Heaven,  whate'er  of  great  we  boaf!^ 
.Hall  blell  this  fociui  fcience  molh. 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughj:ful  cell> 
As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell,. 
Not  vain  fhe  finds  the  charmful  tafk,. 
In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  mafk. 
Behold,  before  hei:  mufmg  eyes. 
The  countlefs  Manners  round  her  rife  ; 
While,  ever  varying  as  they  pafs. 
To  fcme  Contempt  applies  her  glafs : 

Witii 
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With  thefe  the  white -rob 'd  maid  combine. 

And  thofe  the  laughing  fatyrs  join  1 

But  who  is  he  whom  now  (he  views. 

In  robe  of  wild  contending  hues  ? 

Thou  by  the  paflions  nurs'd ;  I  greet 

The  comic  fock:  that  binds  thy  feet  ! 

O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 

To  Britain's  favour'd  iile  alone  : 

Me  too  amidil  thy  band  admit. 

There  where  the  young-ey'd  heathful  Wit, 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 

Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  ihare, 

W^hom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide  I 

By  old  Miletus  *  who  fo  long 
Has  ceas'd  his  love-inwoven  fong  : 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids. 
In  chang'd  Italia's  modern  fhades  : 
By  him  f ,  whofe  knight's  diilinguifu'd  name 
Refin'd  a  nation's  lufl  of  fame  ; 
Whofe  tales  ev'n  now,  with  echoes  fweet, 
Callilia's  Moorifh  hills  repeat : 
Or  him  J,  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore. 
In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia's  ihore, 

*  Alluding  to  the  Milefian  Tales,  fome  of  the  earllefl: 
romances. 

■f  Cervantes.. 

"^  Monfier  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  Incomparable  adven- 
tures of  Gil  Bias  de  Samillanc;.  who  died  in  Paris  in  the 
year  ija3- 

D  4  ^Vho 
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Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid. 
By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray'd  : 

O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Each  forceful  thought,  each,  prompted  deed  ; 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel. 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal  ! 
Let  fome  retreating  Cynic  find 
Thofe  oft-turn'd  fcrolls  1  leave  behind,. 
The  Sports  and  I  this  hour  agree 
You  love  thy  fcene-fuU  world  with  thee !. 


The    PASSIONS.     An  ODE  for  Mufic. 

Tyl  THEN  Mufic,  heavenly  maid,  was  young, 
^  ^    While  yet  in  early  Greece  Ihe  fung. 
The  Pafiions  oft,  to  hear  her  fnell,. 
Throng'd  around  her  magic  cell. 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
PofTeft  beyond  the  Mufe's  painting ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Difturb'd,  delighted,  rais'd,  refin'd. 
Till  once,  'tis  faid,  when  all  were  fir'd,. 
Fili'd  with  fury,  rapt,  infpir'd. 
From  the  fupporting  myrtles  round 
They  fnatch^d  her  inilruments  of  found> 
And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  lefTons  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each,  for  madnefs  rul'd  the  hour. 
Would  prove  hia  owu  exprelEve  power^ 

Firfl 
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f  iril  Fear  his  hand,  its  fkill  to  try. 

Amid  the  chords  bcwilder'd  laid. 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  knew  not  why, 

Ev'n  at  the  found,  himfelfhad  made. 

Next  Anger  rulh'd,  his  eyes  on  fire. 

In  lightnings  own'd  his  fecret  ftings. 
In  one  rude  clalli  he  ftruck  the  lyre. 

And  fwept  with  hurried  hand  the  ftrings> 

With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair — 

Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 
A  folemn,  ftrange,  and  mingled  air, 

'Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  ftarts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  ? 
Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diitance  hail  1 
Still  would  her  touch  the  ftrain  prolong. 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  call'd  on  Echo  Hill  through  all  the  fong; 

And  where  her  fweeteft  theme  Hie  chofe, 

A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe. 
And  Hope  enchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav'dher  golden  hair> 
And  longer  had  fhe  fung — but,  wdth  a  frown;» 

Revenge  impatient  rofe. 
He  threw  his  blood- llain'd  fword  in  thunder  down. 
And,  with  a  withering  look. 

The  war-denouncing  trumpet  took. 

And 
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And  blew  a  Wall  fo  loud  and  dread. 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  founds  fo  full  of  woe. 
And  ever  and  anon  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat ; 
And  though  fometimes,  each  dreary  paufe  between, 
Dejeded  Pity  at  his  fide 
Her  foul-fubduing  voice  applied, 
Yet  ftill  he  kept  his  wild  unalter'd  mien,  [his  head. 
While  each  ftrain'd  ball  of  fight  feem'd  burfting  from 
Thy  numbers,  Jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd,  ' 

Sad  proof  of  thy  diftrefsful  ilate. 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  fong  was  mLx'd, 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call'd  on  Hate, 
With  eyes  up-rais'd,  as  one  infpir'd. 
Pale  Melancholy  fat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  fcquefter'd  feat. 
In  notes  by  diflance  made  more  fweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  penfive  foul ; 
And  dafhing  foft  from  rocks  around. 
Bubbling  runnels  join'd  the  found; 
Through  glades  and  glooms  the  mingled  meafure  flole^ 
Or  o'er  fome  haunted  ftreams  with  fond  delay. 
Round  an  holy  calm  difFufing, 
Love  of  peace,  and  lonely  muling. 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away." 
But,  O,  how  alter'd  was  its  fprigMfc^*  tone  ! 
When  Chearfulnefs,.  a  nymph  of  healthieil:  hue. 
Her  bow  acrofs  her  Ihoulder  Hung, 
Her  bulkins  gemm'd  with  morning  dew. 
Blew  an  infpiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung, 

The 
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The  hunter's  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known; 

The  oak-crown'd  filters^  and  their  chalte-ey'd  c^ueenj 

Satyrs  and  fylvan  boys  were  feen. 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green; 
Brown  Exercife  rejoic'd  to  hear, 

And  Sport  leapt  up,  andfeiz'd  his  beechen  fpear. 
Lall  came  Joy's  ecilatic  trial. 
He,  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

Firll  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addrelr. 
But  foon  he  faw  the  brilk-awakening  vioU 

Whofe  fweet  entrancing  voice  he  lov'd  the  beft. 
They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the  ftrain> 
They  faw  in  Tempe's  vale  her  native  maids, 
.Ajnidil:  the  feiial  founding  fhades^ 
To  fome  unwearied  minfrrel  dancing. 

While,  as  his  Frying  fingers  kifs'd  the  fl:rings> 

Love  fram'd  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantallic  round,. 

Loofe  were  her  treiles  feen,  her  zone  unbound^ 

And  he,  amidft  his  frolic  play. 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay. 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings, . 
O  Mufic>  fphere-defcended  maid. 
Friend  of  pleafure,  wifdom's  aid. 
Why,  Goddefs,  why  to  us  denied  ? 
Lay'rt  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  a  fide  : 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bower. 
You  learn'd  in  all-commanding  power. 
Thy  mimic  foul,  O  nymph  endeared, 
Can  well  recal  what  then  it  heard. 
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Where  is  thy  native  fimple  heart. 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art  ? 
Arife,  as  in  that  elder  time. 
Warm,  energic,  chafte,  fublime ! 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  god-like  age. 
Fill  thy  recording  filler's  page — 
'Tis  faid,  and  I  believe  the  tale. 
Thy  humblefl  reed  could  more  prevail,. 
Had  more  of  ilrength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age, 
Ev'n  all  at  once  together  found 
CiEcilia's  mingled  world  of  found — 
O,  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe. 
Revive  the  juft  defigns  of  Greece^ 
Return  in  all  thy  fimple  Hate  ! 
Confirm  the  tales  her  fons  relate  I 


AN    EPISTLE 

Addrefled  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  on  his  Editiou 
of  Shakefpeare's  Works. 

WJ  HILE,  born  to  bring  the  Mufe's  happier  days, 

A  patriot's  hand  protects  a  poet's  lays  ; 
While,  nurs'd  by  3^ou,  ihe  fees  her  myrtles  bloom>. 
Green  and  unwither'd  o'er  his  honour'd  tomb : 
Excufe  her  doubts,  if  yet  fne  fears  to  tell 
What  fecret  tranfports  in  her  bofom  fwell : 
With  confcious  awe  (he  hears  the  critic's  fam.e,. 
Andblulhing  hides  her  wreath  at  Shakefpeare's  name. 

Hard 
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Hard  was  the  lot  thofe  injur 'd  ftrains  endurM, 
Unown'd  by  fcience,  and  by  years  obfcur'd : 
Fair  Fancy  wept;  and  echoing  fighs  confefs'd 
A  fixt  defpair  in  every  tuneful  breaft. 
Not  with  more  grief  th'  afflicled  fwains  appear. 
When  wintery  wdnds  deform  the  plenteous  year; 
When  lingering  frofts  the  ruin'd  feats  invade 
Where  Peace  reforted,  and  the  Graces  play'd. 

Each  riling  art  by  juft  gradation  moves. 
Toil  builds  on  toil,  and  age  on  age  improves : 
The  Mufe  alone  unequal  dealt  her  rage. 
And  grac'd  with  noblefl:  pomp  her  earlieft  flage. 
Preferv'd  through  time,  the  fpeaking  fcenes  impart 
Each  changeful  wifh  of  Phaedra's  tortur'd  heart : 
Or  paint  the  curfe  that  mark'd  the  *  Theban's  reign, 
A  bed  inceftuous,  and  a  father  llain. 
With  kind  concern  our  pit)'ing  eyes  o'erflow. 
Trace  the  fad  tale,  and  own  another's  woe. 

To  Rome  remov'd,  with  wit  fecure  to  pleafe. 
The  comic  fillers  keep  their  native  eafe. 
With  jealous  fear  declining  Greece  beheld 
Her  own  Menander's  art  almoll  excell'd ! 
But  every  Mufe  effay'd  to  raife  in  vain 
Some  labour'd  rival  of  her  tragic  drain ; 
llylTus'  laurels,  though  transfer'd  with  toil, 
Droop'd  their  fair  leaves,  nor  knew  th'  unfriendlv  foil. 

As  arts  expir'd,  refiftlefs  Dulnefs  rofe; 
Goths,  Priefts,  or  Vandals, — all  were  learning's  foes. 

*  The  Oedipus  of  Sophocles. 

Till 
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Till  *  Julius  firil  recall'd  each  exil'd  raaid. 
And  Cofmo  own'd  them  in  th'  Etrurian  ihade: 
Then,  deeply  ikill'd  in  love's  engaging  theme. 
The  foft  Provencial  pafs'd  to  Arno's  ftream: 
With  graceful  eafe  the  wanton  lyre  he  ftrung, 
.Sweet  floWd  the  lays — but  love  was  all  he  fung. 
The  gay  defcription  could  not  fail  to  move ; 
For,  led  by  nature,  all  are  friends  to  love. 

But  heaven,  ftill  various  in  its  works,  decreed 
The  perfect  boail  of  time  Ihould  laft  fucceed» 
The  beauteous  union  mull  appear  at  length. 

Of  Tufcan  fancy,  and  Athenian  ftrength  : 

One  greater  Mufe  Eliza's  reign  adorn. 

And  ev'n  a  Shakefpeare  to  her  fame  be  born ! 
Yet,  ah  1  fo  bright  her  morning's  opening  rayy 

In  vain  our  Britain  hop'd  an  equal  day  ! 

No  fecond  growth  the  weflern  ifle  could  bear. 

At  once  exhaufted  with  too  rich  a  year. 

Too  nicely  jonfon  knew  the  critic's  part; 

Nature  in  him  was  almoll  loH  in  Art. 

Of  fofter  mold  the  gentle  Fletcher  came. 

The  next  in  order,  as  the  next  in  name. 

"With  pleas'd  attention  'midlt  his  fcenes  we  find 

■Each  glowing  thought,  that  warms  the  female  mind; 

Each  melting  figh,  and  every  tender  tear. 

The  lover's  wifhes,  and  the  virgin's  fear. 

His  f  every  Urain  the  Smiles  and  Graces  own; 

But  ftronger  Shakefpeare  felt  for  man  alone  : 

*  Julius  IT.  the  immediate  predeceflbr  of  Leo  X. 

^  Their  charac^ters  are  thus  diftinguifhed  by  Mr.  Dr\*f1en. 
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Drawn  by  his  pen,  our  ruder  pafiions  ftand 
Th'  unrival'd  pidlure  of  his  early  hand. 

*  With  gradual  ileps,  and  flow,  exadler  France 
Saw  Art's  fair  empire  o'er  her  fhores  advance : 
Ey  length  of  toil  a  bright  perfedion  knew, 
Corredly  bold,  and  juft  in  all  flie  drew. 

Till  late  Corneille,  with  f  Lucan's  fpirit  fir'd, 
Breath'd  the  free  ftrain,  as  Rome  and  he  infpir'd: 
And  claflic  judgement  gain'd  to  fweet  Racine 
The  temperate  ftrength  of  Maro's  charter  line. 

But  wilder  far  the  Britilh  laurel  fpread. 
And  wreaths  lefs  artful  crown  our  poet's  head. 
Yet  he  alone  to  every  fcene  could  give 
Th'  hiilorian's  truth,  and  bid  the  manners  live. 
Wak'd  at  his  call  I  view,  with  glad  furprize, 
MajelHc  forms  of  mighty  monarchs  rife. 
There  Henry's  trumpets  fpread  their  loud  alarms. 
And  laurel'd  Conqueft  waits  her  hero's  arms. 
Here  gentler  Edward  claims  a  pitying  figh. 
Scarce  born  to  honours,  and  fo  foon  to  die  ! 
Yet  fhall  thy  throne,  unhappy  infant,  bring 
No  beam  of  comfort  to  the  guilty  king: 

*  About  the  time  of  Shakefpeare,  the  poet  Hardy  was 
in  great  repute  in  France.  He  wrote,  according  to  Fonte- 
nelle,  fix  hundred  plays.  The  French  poets  after  him  ap- 
plied themfelves  in  general  to  the  corredl  Improvement  of 
the  ftage,  which  was  almoft  totally  difregarded  by  thofc 
of  our  own  countn,',  Jonfon  excepted. 

t  The  favourite  author  of  the  elder  Corneille, 

The 
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The  time  fliall  come  when  Glo'fler's  heart  fhall  bleed 

In  life's  lafl  hours,  with  horror  of  the  deed : 

When  dreary  vifions  fhall  at  laft  prefent 

Thy  vengeful  image  in  the  midnight  tent: 

Thy  hand  unfeen  the  fecret  death  Ihall  bear. 

Blunt  the  weak  fA'ord,  and  break  th'  oppreflive  fpear, 

Wheree'er  we  turn,  by  fancy  charm'd,  we  find 
Some  fweet  illufion  of  the  cheated  mind. 
Oft,  wild  of  wing,  fhe  calls  the  foul  to  rove 
With  humbler  nature,  in  the  rural  grove ; 
Where  fwains  contented  own  the  quiet  fcene. 
And  twilight  fairies  tread  the  circled  green : 
Drefs'd  by  her  hand,  the  woods  and  vallies  fmile. 
And  Spring  difFufive  decks  th'  inchanted  ifle. 

O,  more  than  all  in  powerful  genius  bleft. 
Come,  take  thine  empire  o'er  the  willing  breafl ! 
Whate'er  the  wounds  this  youthful  heart  Ihall  feel. 
Thy  fongs  fupport  me,  and  thy  morals  heal ! 
There  every  thought  the  poet's  warmth  may  raife. 
There  native  mufic  dwells  in  all  the  lays. 
O,  might  fome  verfe  with  happieft  ikill  perfuadc 
ExprefTive  Pidure  to  adopt  thine  aid ! 
What  wondrous  draughts  might  rife  from  every  page  I 
V/hat  other  Raphaels  charm  a  diftant  age  ! 

Methinks  ev'n  now  I  view  fome  free  defign. 
Where  breathing  Nature  lives  in  every  line : 
Chafte  and  fubdued  the  modefl  lights  decay. 
Steal  into  Ihades,  and  mildly  melt  away. 
« — And  fee,  where  *  Anthony,  in  tears  approv'd, 
•guards  the  pale  relics  of  the  chief  he  lov'd: 

•  See  the  tragedy  of  Julius  Csefar. 

O'er 
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O'er  the  cold  corfc  the  warrior  Teems  to  bend. 
Deep  funk  in  grief,  and  mourns  his  murder'd  friend ! 
Still  as  they  prefs,  he  calls  on  all  around. 
Lifts  the  torn  robe,  and  points  the  bleeding  wound. 

But  *  who  is  he,  whofe  brows  exalted  bear 
A  wrath  impatient,  and  a  fiercer  air  ? 
Awake  to  all  that  injur 'd  worth  can  feel. 
On  his  own  Rome  he  turns  th'  avenging  flccl. 
Yet  Jhall  not  war's  infatiate  fury  fall, 
(So  heaven  ordains  it)  on  the  dcilin'd  wall. 
See  the  fond  mother,  'midil  the  plaintive  train, 
Hung  on  his  knees,  and  proilrate  on  the  plain  ! 
Touch'd  to  the  foul,  in  vain  he  Ilrives  to  hide 
The  fon's  aHeftion,  in  the  Roman's  pride  : 
O'er  all  the  man  confliding  paflions  rife. 
Rage  grafps  the  fword,  while  pity  melts  the  eyes. 

Thus,  generous  Critic,  as  thy  bard  infpires. 
The  Siller  Arts  ihall  nurfe  their  drooping  fires  : 
Each  from  his  fcenes  her  llores  alternate  bring. 
Blend  the  fair  tints,  or  v/ake  the  vocal  ilring : 
Thofe  Sibyl-leaves,  the  fport  of  every  wind, 
(For  poets  ever  v/ere  a  carelefs  kind) 
By  thee  difpos'd,  no  farther  toil  demand. 
But,  jull  to  nature,  own  thy  forming  hand- 
So  fpread  o'er  Greece,  th'  harmonious  whole  unknown, 
Ev'n  Homer's  numbers  charm'd  by  parts  alone. 
Their  own  Ulyiles  fcarce  had  wander'd  more. 
By  winds  and  waters  call  on  every  iliore ; 

*  Corloianus.  See  Mr.  Spence's  dialogue  on  the  OdyfTcv. 
Vol.  LVHI.  f  Wh-n 
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When  ras'dby  fate,  fome  former  Hanmer  join'd 
Each  beauteous  image  of  the  boundlefs  mind ; 
And  bade,  like  thee,  his  Athens  ever  claim 
A  fond  alliance  with  the  Poet's  name. 


DIPvGE    IN    CYMBELINE, 

Sung  by  Guiderus  and  Arviragus  over  Eidele, 
fuppofed  to  be  dead. 

^"T^  O  fair  Fidele's  gralTy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  fhall  bring 
Each  opening  fweet,  of  earliefl  bloom. 
And  rifle  all  the  breathing  Spring. 

No  wailing  ghoft  fhall  dare  appear 

To  vex  with  fhrieks  this  quiet  grove. 
But  ihepherd  lads  affemble  here. 

And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  withered  witch  fhall  here  be  feen. 

No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew  ; 
The  female  fays  fhall  haunt  the  green. 

And  drefs  thy  grave  with  pearly  dew  ; 

The  red-breaft  oft  at  evening  hours 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 
With  hoary  mofs,  and  gather'd  flowers. 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When 
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WTien  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain. 

In  tempefts  fhake  thy  fylvan  cell ; 
Or  'midft  the  chace  on  every  plain. 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  Ihall  dwelL 

Each  lonely  fcene  fhall  thee  reftore. 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  fhed ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more; 

And  mourn'd,  till  Pity's  felf  be  dead. 

ODE 

On  the  Death  of  Mr.  THOMSON. 

The  Scene  of  the  following  Stanzas  is  fuppofed  to 
lie  on  the  Thames,  near  Richmond. 

I. 

I  N  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 
-^      Where  flowly  winds  the  Healing  wave^ 
The  year's  bell  fweets  fhall  duteous  rife. 
To  deck  its  Poet's  fylvan  grave  I 

II. 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whifpering  reeds 

His  airy  harp  *  Ihall  now  be  laid. 
That  he,  whofe  heart  in  forrow  bleeds. 

May  love  through  life  the  foothing  fliade. 

*  The  harp  of  ^olus,  of  which  fee  a  defcrlption  in  the 
Callle  of  Indolence. 

E  2  III.  Then 
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III. 

Then  maids  and  youths  (hall  linger  here. 

And,  while  its  founds  at  diilance  fwell. 
Shall  fadly  feem  in  Pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 

IV. 
Remembrance  oft  Ihall  haunt  the  fhore 

When  Thames  in  fummer  wreaths  is  drell. 
And  oft  fufpend  the  dafhing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  fpiiit  reft  ! 
V. 
And  oft  as  Eafe  and  Health  retire 
To  breezy  lawn,  or  foreft  deep. 
The  friend  Ihall  view  yon  whitening  *  fpire. 
And  'mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 
VI. 
But  thou,  who  own'il  that  earthly  bed. 

Ah !  what  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 
Or  tears,  which  Love  and  Pity  ihed 
That  mourn  beneath  the  glidmg  fail  ! 
VII. 
Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  ihrine  glimmering  near  ? 
With  him,  fweet  bard,  may  Fancy  die. 
And  Joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 
VIII. 
But  thou,  lorn  ftream,  whofe  fullen  tide 
No  fedge-crown'd  iifters  now  attend, 

•  Mr.  Thomfon  was  buried  in  Richmond  church. 

Now 
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Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hilPs  fide 
Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend  I 
IX. 

And  fee,  the  fairy  vallies  fade, 

Dan  Night  has  veil'd  the  folemn  view  ! 
Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  fhade. 

Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu  I 
X. 
The  genial  meads  *  affign'd  to  blefs 

Thy  life,  fhall  mourn  thy  early  doom  ! 
Their  hinds  and  fliepherd  girls  ihall  drefs 

V/ith  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 
XI. 
Long,  long,  thy  ilone,  and  pointed  clay 

Shall  melt  the  mufmg  Briton's  eyes, 
O  !  vales,  and  wild  woods,  Ihall  he  fay^ 

In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  I 

VERSES 

W'ritten  on  a  Paper,  which  contained  a  Piece 
of  Bride-Cake. 

"XT E  curious  hands,  that,  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 
•*       By  fearch  profane  fhall  find  this  hallow'd  cake^. 
With  virtue's  awe  forbear  the  facred  prize. 
Nor  dare  a  theft  for  love  and  pity's  fake  1. 

*  Mr.  Thomfon  refided  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Rich- 
mond fome  time  before  his  death. 

E  3  This 
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This  precious  relick,  form'd  by  magic  power. 

Beneath  the  fhepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid. 
Was  meant  by  love  to  charm  the  filent  hour. 

The  fecret  prefent  of  a  matchlefs  maid. 
The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  requel^. 

Each  nice  ingredient  chofe  with  happieft  art ; 
Fears,  fighs,  and  wifhes  of  th'  enamour'd  breali^ 

And  pains  that  pleafe  are  mixt  in  every  part. 

With  rofy  hand  the  fpicy  fruit  fhe  brought. 

From  Paphian  hills,  and  fair  Cytherea's  iile  ; 
And  tempered  idveet  with  thefe  the  melting  thought> 

The  kifs  ambroiial,  and  the  yielding  fmile. 
Ambiguous  looks,  that  fcorn  and  yet  relent. 

Denials  mild,  and  firm  unalter'd  truth. 
Reluctant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  confent. 

And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 
Sleep,  wayward  God  !  hath  fvvorn,  while  thefe  remain. 

With  flattering  dreams  to  dry  his  nightly  tear. 
And  chearful  hope,  fo  oft  invok'd  in  vain. 

With  fairy  fongs  fnall  footh  his  penfive  ear. 
If,  bound  by  vows  to  friendlhip's  gentle  fide. 

And  fond  of  foul,  thou  hop'il  an  equal  grace. 
If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefs  divide, 

O,  much  intreated  leave  this  fatal  place. 
Sweet  Peace,  who  long  hath  iliunn'd  my  plaintive  day, 

Confents.'  at  length  to  bring  me  Ihort  delight. 
Thy  carelefs  fteps  may  fcare  her  doves  away. 

And  Grief  with  raven  note  ufurp  the  night. 

AN 
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AN 

ODE 

ON      THE 

POPULAR  SUPERSTITIONS 

O   F      TH    E 

HIGHLANDS   OF   SCOTLAND^ 

CONSIDERED     AS     THE 

SUBJECT     OF     POETRY. 

I X  SCRIBED      TO     Mr.    JOHN    HOME.  ; 


I. 

HOME,  thou  return 'ft  from  Thames,  whofe  Naiads 
long 

Have  ieen  thee  lingering  with  a  fond  delay. 

Mid  thofe  foft  friends,  whofe  hearts  fome  future  day. 
Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  fong*. 
Go,  not  unmindful  of  that  cordial  youth  f 

Whom,  long  endear'd,  thou  leav'ft  by  Lavant's  fide; 
Together  let  us  wilh  him  lafting  truth. 

And  joy  untainted  with  his  deflin'd  bride. 
Go  1  nor  regardlefs,  while  thefe  numbers  boall: 

My  fhort-Iiv'd  blifs,  forget  my  focial  name ; 
But  think,  far  off,  how,  on  the  Southern  coaft, 

I  met  thy  friendlhip  with  an  equal  flame  1 

How  truly  did  Collins  predic5l  Home's  tragic  powers ! 
t  A  Gentleman  of  the  name  of  Barrow,  who  introduced 
Home  to  Collins. 

E  4  FreOi 
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Frefh  to  that  foil  thou  turn'ft,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  poet,  and  his  fong  demand : 
To  thee  thy  copious  fubjecls  ne'er  fhall  fail; 

Thou  need'ft  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand. 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial  land, 

II, 
There,  mull  thou  wake  perforce  thy  Doric  quill ; 

'Tis  Fancy's  land  to  which  thou  fett'll  thy  feet  ; 

Where  ilill,  'tis  faid,  the  Fairy  people  meet. 
Beneath  each  birken  ihade,  on  mead  or  hill. 
There,  each  trim  lafs,  that  frcims  the  milky  ilore 

To  the  fwart  tribes,  their  creamy  bowls  alots; 
By  night  they  fip  it  round  the  cottage -door. 

While  airy  minftrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  every  herd,  by  fad  experience,  knows 

How,  wing'd  with  Fate,  their  elf-lhot  arrows  fiy> 
When  the  fick  ewe  her  fummer  food  foregoes. 

Or,  flretch'd  on  earth,  the  heart-fmit  heifers  lie. 
Such  airy  beings  awe  th'  untutor'd  fwain  : 

Nor  thou,  tho'  learn'd,  his  homelier  thoughts  neglecl; 
Let  thy  fweet  Mufe  the  rural  faith  fuftain; 

Thefe  are  the  themes  of  fimple,  fure  effedl. 
That  add  new  conqueils  to  her  boundlefs  reign. 

And  iill,  with  double  force,  her  heart- commanding 
ftrain. 

IIL 

£v'n  yet  preferv'd,  how  often  may'H  thou  hear. 
Where  to  the  pole  the  Boreal  mountains  run. 
Taught  by  the  father,  to  his  liftening  fon ; 

Strange  lay?,  whofe  power  had  charm'd  a  Spenfer's  ear. 

At 
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At  every  paufe,  before  thy  mind  pofTeil:, 

Old  Runic  bards  ihall  feem  to  rife  around. 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  many-colour'd  veft. 

Their  matted  hair  with  boughs  fantallic  crown 'd : 
Whether  thou  bid' ft  the-  well-taught  hind  repeat 

The  choral  dirge,  that  mourns  feme  chieftain  brave. 
When  every  fhrieking  maid  her  bofom  beat. 

And  llrew'd  with  choiceft  herbs  his  fcented  grave ; 
Or  whether,  fitting  in  the  Ihepherd's  ihiel  *, 

Thou  hear'ft  feme  founding  tale  of  war's  alarms ; 
When  at  the  bugle's  call,  with  fire  and  fteel. 

The  ilurdy  clans  pour'd  forth  their  brawny  fwarm5> 
And  hollile  brothers  met^  to  prove  each,  other's  arms. 

IV. 
'Tis  thine  to  fing,  how,  framing  hideous  fpells. 

In  Sky's  lone  ifle,  the  gifted  wizzard-feer, 

Lodg'd  in  the  wintery  cave  with  Fate's  fell  fpear. 
Or  in  the  depth  of  Uift's  dark  foreft  dv/ells : 

How  they,  whofe  fight  fuch  dreary  dreams  engrofs> 
With  their  own  vifion  oft  aftonifh'd  droop. 

When,  o'er  the  watry  ftrath,  or  quaggy  mofs. 
They  fee  the  gliding  ghofts  unbodied  troop. 

Or,  if  in  fports,  or  on  the  feftive  green. 
Their  deilin'd  glance  fome  fated  youth  defcry^ 

Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lufty  vigour  feen. 
And  rofy  health,  fliall  foon  lam^ented  die. 

•  A  fummer  hut,  built  In  the  high  part  of  the  mountains^ 
to  tend  their  flocks  in  the  warm  feafon,  when  the  pafture  Is 
fine. 

For 
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For  them  the  viewlefs  forms  of  air  obey  ; 
Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  their  beck  repair. 

They  know  what  fpirit  brews  the  ftormful  day. 
And  heartlefs,  oft  like  moody  madnefs.  Hare 

To  fee  the  phantom  train  their  fecret  work  prepare. 

V. 
To  monarchs  dear  *,  fome  hundred  miles  aftray, 
Oft  have  they  feen  Fate  give  the  fatal  blow ! 
The  Seer,  in  Sky,  fhriek'd  as  the  blood  did  flow, 
When  headlefs  Charles  warm  on  the  fcaffold  lay  I 

As 

*  By  the  public  prints  we  are  Informed,  that  a  Scotch 
clergyman  lately  dlfcovered  Collins's  rude  draught  of  this 
poem.  It  is  however  faid  to  be  very  imperfect.  The  Vth 
ftanza,  and  the  half  of  the  Vlth,  fay  thofe  prints,  being 
deficient,  has  been  fupplled  by  Mr.  Mackenzie  ;  whofe  lines 
are  here  annexed,  for  the  purpofe  of  comparlfon,  and  to  do 
iuftlce  to  the  elegant  author  of  the  Man  of  Feeling. 

*t  Or  on  fome  bellying  rock  that  Ihadcs  the  deep, 
**  They  view  the  lurid  figns  that  crofs  the  fky, 
<'  Where  in  the  weft,  the  brooding  tempefls  lie  j 

«*  And  hear  their  firft,  faint,  ruftling  pennons  fweep. 

*<  Or  in  the  arched  cave,  where  deep  and  dark 
"  The  broad,  unbroken  billows  heave  and  fwell, 

<*  In  horrid  mufings  rapt,  they  fit  to  mark 
"  The  lab'rlng  moon;  or  lift  the  nightly  yell 

«  Of  that  dread  fpirit,  whofe  gigantic  form 
*'  The  feer's  entranced  eye  can  well  furvey, 

**  Through  the  dim  air  who  guides  the  driving  ftonrij 
"  And  points  the  wretched  bark  its  deftin'd  prey. 

"  Or  him  who  hovers  on  his  flagging  Ming, 

"  O'er 
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As  Boreas  threw  his  young  Aurora  *  forth. 

In  the  firfl  year  of  the  hrH  George's  reign. 
And  battles  rag'd  in  welkin  of  the  North, 

They  mourn'd  in  air,  fell,  fell  Rebellion  flain  ! 
And  as,  of  late,  they  joy'd  in  Prefton's  fight. 

Saw  at  fad  Falkirk,  all  their  hopes  near  crovvn'd  ! 
They  rav'd  1  divining,  thro'  their  Second  Sight  f , 

Pale,  red  CuUoden,  where  thefe  hopes  were  drown'd ! 
illuilrious  William  X  !   Britain's  guardian  name  ! 

One  William  fav'd  us  from  a  tyrant's  flrokej 
He,  for  a  fceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fame. 

But  thou,  more  glorious,  flavery's  chain  hall  broke^. 
To  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  Freedom's  yoke  I 

"  G'er  the  dire  whirlpool,  that,  in  ocean's  wafte, 
**  Draws  inftant  down  whate'er  devoted  thing 

**  The  falling  breeze  within  its  reach  hath  plac'd — 
*<  The  diltant  fearaan  hears,  and  flies  with  trembling  hafle. 

"  Or>  if  on  land  the  fiend  exerts  his  fway, 
**  Silent  he  broods  o'er  quickfand,  bog  or  fen, 

"  Far  from  the  Iheltering  roof  and  haunts  of  men, 
"  When  witched  darknefs  fhuts  the  eye  of  day, 

*'  And  fhrouds  each  ftar  that  wont  to  cheer  the  night ; 
"  Or,  if  the  drifted  fnow  perplex  the  way, 

"  With  treacherous  gleam  he  lures  the  fated  wight, 
**  And  leads  him  floundering  on  and  quite  aftray.'' 
*  By  young  Aurora,  Collins  undoubtedly  meant  the  firft 
appearance  of  the  northern  lights,  which  happened  about 
the  year  17 15  ;  at  leaft,  It  is  moft  highly  probable  from  this 
peculiar  circumltance,  that  no  ancient  writer  whatever  ha» 
taken  any  notice  of  them,  nor  even  any  one  modern,  pre- 
vious to  the  above  period. 

f  Second  fight  Is  the  term  that  is  ufed  for  the  divinatioa 
of  the  Highlanders. 

%  The  late  Duke  of  Cumberland,  who  defeated  the  Pre- 
tender at  the  battle  of  Culloden.  VI.  Thefe 
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VI. 
Thefe,  too,  thou'lt  fing  !   for  well  thy  magic  Mufe 

Can  to  the  topmoft  heaven  of  grandeur  fear ; 

Or  ftoop  to  wail  the  fwain  that  is  no  more  ! 
Ah,  homely  fwains  1  your  homeward  fteps  ne'er  Iccfe; 

Let  not  dank  Will  *  miflead  you  to  the  heath : 
Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  lake. 

He  glows,  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death. 
In  his  bewitch'd,  low,  marlhy,  willow  brake  ! 
What  though  far  off,  from  fome  dark  dell  efpied, 

Kis  glimmering  mazes  chear  th'  excurfive  fight. 
Yet  turn,  ye  wanderers,  turn  your  Heps  afide. 

Nor  trull  the  guidance  of  that  faithlefs  light ; 
For  watchful,  lurking,  'mid  th'  unruiliing  reed. 

At  thofe  mirk  hours  the  wily  monller  lies. 
And  iiftens  oft  to  hear  the  pafling  fteed. 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  fullen  eyes. 
If  chance  his   favage  wrath  may   fome  weak  wretch 
furprize. 

VII. 

Ah,  lucklefs  fwain,  o'er  all  unbleft,  indeed ! 

Whom  late  bewilder'd  in  the  dank,  dark  fen. 

Far  from  his  flocks,  and  fmoaking  hamlet,  theu ! 
To  that  fad  fpot  where  hums  the  fedgy  weed  : 

On  him,  enrag'd,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood. 
Shall  never  look  with  pity's  kind  concern. 

But  inftant,  furious,  raife  the  whelming  flood 
O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  return  I 

^  A  fiery  meteor,  called  by  various  names,  fuch  as  Will 
with  the  Wifp,  Jack  with  the  Lanthom,  &c.  It  hovers  in 
the  air  over  marlhy  and  fennv  places. 

Or, 
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Or,  if  he  meditate  his  vvifh'd  efcape. 
To  Ibme  dim  hill  that  Teems  uprifmg  near. 

To  his  faint  eye,  the  grim  and  grifly  fhape. 
In  all  its  terrors  clad,  fhall  wild  appear. 

Meantime  the  watery  furge  fhall  round  him  rife, 
Pour'd  fudden  forth  from  every  fwelling  fource ! 

What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopelefs  fighs  ? 
His  fear-iliook  limbs  have  lolt  their  youthly  force. 
And  down  the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  breathlefs 
corfe  ' 

VIII. 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife  fhall  wait. 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way; 
For  him  in  vain  at  to- fall  of  the  day. 

His  babes  fhall  linger  at  th'  unclofing  gate  ! 
Ah,  ne'er  lliall  he  return  !  Alone,  if  night. 

Her  travel'd  limbs  in  broken  flumbers  fleep  ! 
With  drooping  willows  dreil,  his  mournful  fprite 

Shall  vifit  fad,  perchance,  her  filent  fleep: 
Then  he,  perhaps,  with  moiil  and  watery  hand. 

Shall  fondly  feem  to  prefs  her  fliuddering  cheek. 
And  with  his  blue-fwoln  face  before  her  Hand, 

And,  flijvering  cold,  thefe  piteous  accents  fpeak : 
«'  Purfue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toils,  purfue, 

*'  At  dawn  or  dufk,  induftrious  as  before; 
*'  Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helplefs  thought  renew, 

"  While  I  lie  weltering  on  the  ozier'd  fliore, 
"  Drown'd  by  the  Kelpie's  *  wrath,  nor  e'er  fhall  aid 
thee  more!" 

*  The  water  fiend. 

IX.  Un^ 
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IX. 

Unbounded  is  thy  range ;  with  varied  fkill 

Thy  Mufe  may,  like  thofe  feathery  tribes  which  fpring 

From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  fkirting  wing 
Round  the  moid  marge  of  each  cold  Hebrid  ifle. 

To  that  hoar  pile  *  which  ftill  its  ruin  ihows : 
In  whofe  fmall  vaults  a  pigmy-folk  is  found, 

Whofe  bones  the  delver  with  his  fpade  upthrows. 
And  culls  them,  wond'ring,  from  the  hallow'd  ground  ! 
Or  thither  f ,  where  beneath  the  Ihow'ry  weft. 

The  mighty  kings  of  three  fair  realms  are  laid  : 
Once  foes,  perhaps,  together  now  they  reft. 

No  Haves  revere  them,  and  no  wars  invade  : 
Yet  frequent  now,  at  midnight  folemn  hour. 

The  rifted  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold. 
And  forth  the  Monarchs  ftalk  vvith  fovereign  power. 

In  pageant  robes  ;  and,  wreath'd  with  iheeny  gold. 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aerial  council  hold. 

X. 
But,  oh,  o'er  all,  forget  not  Kilda's  race. 

On  whofe  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wafting  tides. 

Fair  Nature's  daughter.  Virtue,  yet  abides. 
Go  1  juft,  as  they,  their  blamelefs  manners  trace  1 

*  One  of  the  Hebrides  is  called  The  Ifle  of  Pigmies ; 
■where  it  is  reported,  that  feveral  miniature  bones  of  the 
human  fpecies  have  been  dug  up  in  the  ruins  of  a  chapel 
there. 

t  Icolmklll,  one  of  the  Hebrides,  where  near  fixty  of 
the  ancient  Scottifh,  Iriih,  and  Norw'egian  kings  are  interred. 

Then 
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Then  to  my  ear  tranfmit  fome  gentle  fong. 
Of  thofe  vvhofe  lives  are  yet  fincere  and  plain. 

Their  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliffs  along. 
And  all  their  profpeft  but  the  vvintery  main. 

With  fparing  temperance  at  the  needful  time. 
They  drain  the  fcented  fpring  ;  or,  hunger-prell. 

Along  th*  Atlantic  rock,  undreading,  climb. 
And  of  its  eggs  defpoil  the  Solan's  *  neft. 

Thus,  bleft  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 
Suffic'd,  and  happy  with  that  frugal  fare 

Which  tarteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 
Hard  is  their  ihallow  foil,  and  bleak  and  bare  ; 

Nor  ever  vernal  bee  was  heard  to  murmur  there  ! 

XL 

Nor  need'lT:  thou  blufh  that  fuch  falfe  themes  engage 

Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fliirer  ftores  poflefl; 

For  not  alone  they  touch  the  village  breall. 
But  fill'd  in  elder  time,  th'  hilloric  page. 

There,  Shakefpeare's  felf,  with  ev'ry  garland  crown'd, 
flew  to  thofe  fairy  climes  his  fancy  fheen. 

In  mufmg  hour  ;  his  wayward  fillers  found. 
And  with  their  terrors  dreft  the  magic  fcene. 

From  them  he  fung,  when,  'mid  his  bold  defign. 
Before  the  Scot,  afflided,  and  aghail  ! 

The  Ihadowy  kings  of  Banquo's  fated  line. 
Thro'  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  pall. 

*  An  aquatic  bird  like  a  goofe,  on  the  eggs  of  which  the 
inhabitants  of  St.  Kilda,  another  of  the  Hebrides,  chiefly 
fubfift. 

Proceed  * 
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Proceed  I  nor  quit  the  tales  which,  fimply  told. 
Could  once  fo  well  my  anfwering  bofom  pierce ; 

Proceed,  in  forceful  founds,  and  colour  bold. 
The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearfe ; 
To  fuch  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  fuit  thy  powerful  verfe, 

XII. 
In  fcenes  like  thefe,  which,  daring  to  depart 

From  fober  truth,  are  ll:ill  to  Nature  true. 

And  call  forth  frefh  delight  to  Fancy's  view, 
Th'  heroic  Mufe  employ 'd  her  TafTo's  art  ! 

How  have  I  trembled,  when,  at  Tancred's  llroke, 
Its  gufhing  blood  the  gaping  cyprefs  pour'd  ! 

When  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents  fpoke. 
And  the  wild  blaft  upheav'd  the  vanilh'd  fword  ! 

How  have  I  fat,  when  pip'd  the  penfive  wind. 
To  hear  his  harp  by  Britifh  Fairfax  flrung  ! 

Prevailing  poet !  whofe  undoubting  mind, 
Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  fung  ! 

Hence,  at  each  found,  imagination  glows  ! 
Hence,  at  each  picture,  vivid  life  Harts  here  ! 

Hence  his  warm  lay  with  fofteft  fweetnefs  flows  ! 
Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  ftrong  and  clear. 
And  fills  th'  impaflion'd  heart,  and  wins  th'  harmonious 
ear  ! 

XIII. 
All  hail,  ye  fcenes  that  o'er  my  foul  prevail  ! 

Ye  fplendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  far  away. 

Are  by  fmooth  Annan  *  fill'd,  or  pail'ral  Tay  f , 
Or  Don's  J  romantic  fprings,  at  dillance,  hail ! 

*  t  $  Three  rivers  In  Scotland, 

The 
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The  time  ihall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Your  lowly  glens  *,  o'erhung  with  fpreading  broom; 
Or  o'er  your  Itretching  heaths,  by  Fancy  led  ; 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  awful  gloom  1 
Then  will  I  drefs  once  more  the  faded  bower. 

Where  Jonfon  f  fat  in  Drummond's  claffic  Ihade  ; 
Or  crop,  from  Tiviotdale,  each  lyric  flower. 

And  mourn,  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  Willy's  laid  I 
Meantime,  ye  powers  that  on  the  plains  which  bore 

The  cordial  youth,  on  Lothian's  plains  J,  attend  !— 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill,  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  I  lofe,  your  kind  protedion  lend. 
And,  touch'd  with  love  like  mine,  preferve  my  abfent 
friend  ! 

•  Vallles. 

t  Ben  Jonfon  paid  a  vifit  on  foot.  In  1619,  to  the  Scotch 

poet  Drummond,  at  his  feat  of  Hawthornden,  wilhin  four 
miles  of  Edinburgh. 

X  Barrow,  it  feems,   was  at  the  Edinburgh  unlverfi^y, 
-which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian. 
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SONG. 

The  Seniments  borrowed  from  Shakespeare, 

VT'OUNG  Damon  of  the  vale  is  dead, 

Ye  lowland  hamlets  moan : 
A  dewy  turf  lies  o'er  his  head. 

And  at  his  feet  a  flone. 
His  fhroud,  which  death's  cold  damps  dellroy. 

Of  fnow-whitc  threads  was  made: 
All  mourn'd  to  fee  fo  fweet  a  boy 

In  earth  for  ever  laid. 
Pale  panfies  o'er  his  corpfe  were  plac'd. 

Which,  pluck'd  before  their  time, 
Beftrew'd  the  boy  like  him  to  wafle. 

And  wither  in  their  prime. 
But  will  he  ne'er  return,  whofe  tongue 

Could  tune  the  rural  lay  ? 
Ah,  no  !  his  bell  of  peace  is  rung. 

His  lips  are  cold  as  clay. 

They  bore  him  out  at  twilight  hour. 

The  youth  who  lov'd  fo  well : 
Ah  me  !  how  many  a  true-love  fhower 

Of  kind  remembrance  fell  1 
Each  maid  was  woe — but  Lucy  chief. 

Her  grief  o'er  all  was  tried. 
Within  his  grave  (he  dropp'd  in  grief. 

And  o'er  her  lov'd-one  died. 

OB. 
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OBSERVATIONS 

ON        THE 

ORIENTAL     ECLOGUES. 

IT"  H  E  genius  of  the  paftoral,  as  well  as  of  every 
^  other  refpedlable  fpccies  of  poetry,  had  its  origin 
in  the  Eaft,  and  from  thence  was  tranfplanted  bv  the 
Mufes  of  Greece  ^  but  whether  from  the  continent  of 
the  lefTer  Afia,  or  from  Egypt,  which,  about  the  sera 
of  the  Grecian  paftoral,  was  the  hofpitable  nurfe  of  let- 
ters, it  is  not  eafy  to  determine.  From  the  fubjeds, 
and  the  manner  of  Theocritus,  one  would  incline  to  the 
latter  opinion,  while  the  hliiory  of  Bion  is  in  favour  of 
the  former. 

However,  though  it  ihould  ftill  remain  a  doubt 
through  what  channel  the  paftonil  travelled  weilvvard, 
there  is  not  the  leaft  Ihadov/  of  uncertainty  concerning 
its  oriental  origin. 

In  thofe  ages,  which,  guided  by  facred  chronology, 
from  a  comparative  view  of  time,  we  call  the  early  ages, 
it  appears  from  the  moft  authentic  hiftorians,  that  the 
chiefs  of  the  people  employed  themfelves  in  rural  exer- 
cifes,  and  that  aftronomers  and  legifiators  were  at  the 
fame  time  (hepherds.  Thus  Strabo  informs  us,  that 
the  hiftory  of  the  creation  was  communicated  to  the 
Egypti^s  by  a  Chaldean  ihcpherd. 

F  2  From 
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From  thefe  circumftances  it  is  evident  not  only  that 
fuch  (hepherds  were  capable  of  all  the  dignity  and  ele- 
gance peculiar  to  poetry,  but  that  whatever  poetry  tliey 
attempted  would  be  of  the  pailoral  kind;  would  take  its 
fubjeds  from  thcfe  fcenes  of  rural  fimplicity  in  which 
they  were  converfant,  and,  as  it  was  the  offspring  of 
Harmony  and  Nature,  would  employ  the  powers  it  de- 
rived from  the  former  to  celebrate  the  beauty  and  be- 
nevolence of  the  latter. 

Accordingly  we  find  that  the  moft  ancient  poems  treat 
of  agriculture,  aftronomy,  and  other  objecls  within  the 
rural  and  natural  fyftems. 

What  conftitutes  the  difference  between  the  Georgic 
and  the  Paftoral,  is  love  and  the  colloquial  or  dramatic 
form  of  compofition  peculiar  to  the  latter  :  this  form  of 
compofition  is  fometimes  difpenfed  with,  and  love  and 
rural  imagery  alone  are  thought  fufiicient  to  diiHnguifli 
the  pafloral.  The  tender  pafiion,  however,  feems  to  be 
effential  to  this  fpecies  of  poetry,  and  is  hardly  ever  ex- 
cluded from  thofe  pieces  that  were  intended  to  come  un- 
der this  denomination  :  even  in  thofe  eclogues  of  the 
Amoebean  kind,  whofe  only  purport  is  a  trial  of  fkill 
between  contending  fhepherds,  love  has  its  ufual  fhare, 
and  the  praifes  of  their  refpedlive  miftreffes  are  the  ge- 
neral fubjefts  of  tiie  competitors. 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  fcarce  any  oriental  compofi- 
tions  of  this  kind  have  furvived  the  ravages  of  igno- 
rance, tyranny,  and  time  ;  we  cannot  doubt  that  many 
fuch  have  been  extant,  poihbly  as  far  down  as  that  fatal 
period,  never  to  be  mentioned  in  the  world  of  letters 

without 
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without  horror,  when  the  glorious  monuments  of  hu- 
man ingenuity  perilled  in  the  afhes  of  the  Alexandrian 
library. 

Thofe  ingenious  Greeks  whom  we  call  the  parents  of 
paftoral  poetry  were,  probably,  no  more  than  imitators, 
that  derived  their  harmony  from  higher  and  remoter 
fources,  and  kindled  their  poetical  fires  at  thofe  then  un- 
extinguilhed  lamps  which  burned  within  the  tombs  of 
oriental  genius. 

It  is  evident  that  Homer  has  availed  himfelf  of  thofe 
magnificent  images  and  defcriptions  fo  frequently  to  be 
met  with  in  the  books  of  the  Old  Teilament;  and* why 
may  not  Theocritus,  Mofchus,  and  Bion,  have  found 
their  archetypes  in  other  eaftern  writers,  whofe  names 
have  periilied  with  their  v/orks  ?  yet,  though  it  may  not 
be  illiberal  to  admit  fuch  a  fuppofition,  it  would  cer- 
tainly be  invidious  to  conclude,  what  the  malignity  of 
cavillers  alone  could  fuggeft  with  regard  to  Homer,  that 
they  deftroyed  the  fources  from  which  they  borrowed, 
and,  as  it  is  fabled  of  the  young  of  the  pelican,  drained 
their  fupporters  to  death. 

As  the  Septuagint-tranflation  of  the  Old  Teftament 
v/as  performed  at  the  requeft,  and  under  the  patronage, 
of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  it  were  not  to  be  wondered  if 
Theocritus,  who  was  entertained  at  that  prince's  court, 
had  borrowed  fome  of  his  paftoral  imagery  from  the 
poetical  paflages  of  thofe  books. — I  think  it  can  hardly 
be  doubted  that  the  Sicilian  poet  had  in  his  eye  certain 
expreffions  of  the  prophet  Ifiiiah,  when  he  wrote  the 
following  lines : 

F  3  Nw 
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Ntif  la.  uz>  <pc{EoPii  i^arot,   ^o^ir^ile  o'  axstvGau 


Let  vexing  brambles  the  blue  violet  bear. 
On  the  rade  thorn  NarcifTus  drefs  his  hair — 
All,  all  revers'd — The  pine  with  pears  be  crown'd. 
And  the  bold  deer  fhall  drag  the  trembling  hound. 

The  caufe,  indeed,  of  thefe  phsenomena  is  very  different 
in  the  Greek  from  what  it  is  in  the  Hebrew  poet ;  the 
former  employing  them  on  the  death,  the  latter  on  the 
birth,  of  an  important  perfon  :  but  the  marks  of  imita- 
tion are  neverthelefs  obvious. 

It  might,  however,  be  expecled,  that  if  Theocritus 
had  borrowed  at  all  from  the  facred  writers,  the  cele- 
brated Epithalamium  of  Solomon,  fo  much  within  his 
own  walk  of  poetry,  would  not  certainly  have  efcaped 
his  notice.  His  Epithalamium  on  the  marriage  of  He- 
lena, moreover,  gave  him  an  open  field  for  imitation; 
therefore,  if  he  has  any  obligations  to  the  royal  bard, 
we  may  expeft  to  find  them  there.  The  very  opening 
of  the  poem  is  in  the  fpirit  of  the  Hebrew  fong : 

The  colour  of  imitation  is  IHII  flronger  in  the  following^ 
pafTage : 

IIoTwa  vol  are,   ^evxov  eap  ^stu,tvo<;  avivTcx;* 
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This  defcription  of  Helen  is  infinitely  above  the  Hyle 
and  figure  of  the  Sicilian  palloral — "  She  is  like  the 
"  rifing  of  the  golden  morning,  when  the  night  depart- 
"  eth,  and  when  the  winter  is  over  and  gone.  She  re- 
*'  fembleth  the  cyprefs  in  the  garden,  the  horfe  in  the 
•*  chariots  of  Theflaly."  Thefe  figures  plainly  declare 
their  origin;  and  others,  equally  imitative,  might  be 
pointed  oat  in  the  fame  Idy Ilium. 

This  beautiful  and  luxuriant  marriage  paftoral  of 
Solomon  is  the  only  perfedl  form  of  the  oriental  eclogue 
that  has  furvived  the  ruins  of  time,  a  happinefs  for 
which  it  is,  probably,  more  indebted  to  its  uicred  cha- 
rader  than  to  its  intrinfic  merit.  Not  that  it  is  by  any 
means  deftitute  of  poetical  excellence:  like  all  the  eall- 
ern  poetry,  it  is  bold,  wild,  and  unconnected  in  its 
figm-es,  allufions,  and  parts,  and  has  all  that  graceful 
and  magnificent  daring  which  characlerifes  its  meta- 
phorical and  comparative  imagery. 

In  confequencc  of  thefe  peculiarities,  fo  ill  adapted 
to  the  frigid  genius  of  the  North,  Mr.  Collins  could 
make  but  little  ufe  of  it  as  a  precedent  for  his  oriental 
eclogues;  and  even  in  his  third  eclogue,  where  the 
fubjedl  is  of  a  fimilar  nature,  he  has  chofen  rather  to 
folloyv  the  mode  of  the  Doric  and  the  Latin  paftoral. 

The  fcenery  and  fabjecls  then  of  the  following  ec- 
logues alone  are  oriental;  the  ftyle  and  colouring  are 
purely  European;  and,  for  this  reafon,  the  author's 

F  4  preface,. 
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preface,  in  which  he  intimates  that  he  had  the  originals 
from  a  merchant  who  traded  to  the  Eaft,  is  omitted,  as 
being  now  altogether  fupcrfluous. 

With  regard  to  the  merit  of  thefe  eclogues,  it  may 
juftly  be  afierted,  that  in  fimplicity  of  defcription  and 
expreffion,  in  delicacy  and  foftnefs  of  numbers,  and  in 
natural  and  unafFecled  tendernefs,  they  are  not  to  be 
equalled  by  any  thing  of  the  paftoral  kind  in  the  Eng- 
lilh  language. 

ECLOGUE      I. 

THIS  eclogue,  which  is  entitled  Selim,  or  the  Shep- 
herd's Moral,  as  there  is  nothing  dramatic  in  the  fub- 
jedt,  may  be  thought  the  leail  entertaining  of  the  four : 
but  it  is  by  no  means  the  leait  valuable.  The  moral 
precepts  which  the  intelligent  fhepherd  delivers  to  his 
fellow-fwains  and  the  virgins,  their  companions,  are 
fuch  as  would  infallibly  promote  the  happinefs  of  the 
paftoral  life. 

In  imperfonating  the  private  virtues,  the  poet  has 
obferved  great  propriety,  and  has  formed  their  genea- 
logy with  the  moft  perfect  judgment,  when  he  repre- 
fents  them  as  the  daughters  of  Truth  and  Wifdom. 

The  charaderiftics  of  Modefty  and  Chaftity  are  ex- 
tremely happy  and  peinture/que : 

"  Come  thou,  <who/e  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  are 

To  lead  the  train,  fweet  Modefty  appear;       [clear. 

With  thee  be  Chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 

Diftrufting  all,  a  wife,  fufpicious  maid; 

Cold 
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Cold  is  her  breaft,  like  Jlo-ivers  that  drink  the  de-tv, 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view.'* 
The  two  fimilies  borrowed  from  rural  objedls  arc  not 
only  much  in  charader,  but  perfeftly  natural  and  ex- 
preffive.  There  is,  notwithftanding,  this  defedl  in  the 
former,  that  it  wants  a  peculiar  propriety ;  for  purity 
of  thought  may  as  well  be  applied  to  Chaftity  as  to 
Modefty;  and  from  this  inftance,  as  well  as  from  a 
thoufand  more,  we  may  fee  the  neceffity  of  dillinguiih- 
ing,  in  charaderiftic  poetry,  every  objed:  by  marks  and 
attributes  peculiarly  its  own. 

It  cannot  be  objedled  to  this  eclogue,  that  it  wants 
both  thofe  effential  criteria  of  the  paitoral,  love  and  the 
drama  ;  for  though  it  partakes  not  of  the  latter,  the  for- 
mer flill  retains  an  intereft  in  it,  and  that  too  very  ma- 
terial, as  it  profefTedly  confults  the  virtue  and  happineCs 
of  the  lover,  while  it  informs  what  are  the  qualities 
—  that  muil  lead  to  love. 

ECLOGUE      II. 

ALL  the  advantages  that  any  fpecies  of  poetry  can 
derive  from  the  novelty  of  the  fubje>5l  and  fcenery,  this 
eclogue  poffeffes.  The  rout  of  a  camel-driver  is  a 
fcene  that  fcarce  could  exift  in  the  imagination  of  an 
European,  and  of  its  attendant  diftreffes  he  could  have 
no  idea. — Thefe  are  very  happily  and  minutely  paint- 
ed by  our  defcriptive  poet.  What  fublime  fimplicity 
of  expreffion  !  what  nervous  plaiiinefs  in  the  opening 
of  the  poem ! 

«  In 
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"  In  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  walle 
The  driver  HalTan  with  his  camels  pail." 
The  magic  pencil  of  the  poet  brings  the  whole  fcene  be- 
fore us  at  once,  as  it  were  by  enchantment,  and  in  this 
fmgle  couplet  we  feel  all  the  elFecl  that  arifes  from  the 
terrible  wildnefs  of  a  region  unenlivened  by  the  habi- 
tations of  men.  The  verfes  that  defcribe  fo  minutely 
the  camel-driver's  little  provifions,  have  a  touching  in- 
fluence on  the  imagination,  and  prepare  the  reader  to 
enter  more  feelingly  into  his  future  apprehenfions  of 
diilrefs : 

"  Bethink  thee,  HafTan,  v»-here  fhall  Thirfl  afTuage, 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  !" 
It  is  difficult  to  fay  whether  his  apofrrophe  to  the  "  mute 
companions  of  his  toils,"  is  more  to  be  admired  for  the 
elegance  and  beauty  of  the  poetical  imagery,  or  for  the 
tendernefs  and  humanity  of  the  fentim^nt.  He  who  can 
read  it  without  being  affeded,  wUl  do  his  heart  no  in- 
juftice,  if  he  concludes  it  to  be  deflitute  of  fenfibility : 
"  Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away. 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day. 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  bleil,  or  verdant  vales  bertow: 
Here  rocks  ?ione,  and  taflelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around." 
Yet  in  thefe  beautiful  lines  there  is  a  flight  error,  which 
writers  of  the  greateft  genius  very  frequently  fall  into — 
It  will  be  needlefs  to  obferve  to  the  accurate  reader,  that 
in  the  fifth  and  fixth  verfes  there  is  a  verbal  pleonafm 

where 
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where  the  poet  fpeaks  of  the  ^reen  delights  oi  verdant 
vales.  There  is  an  overfight  of  the  fame  kind  in  the. 
Manners,  an  Ode ;  where  the  poet  fays 

«  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore 

In  ^vatchet  weeds " 

This  fault  is  indeed  a  common  one,  but  to  a  reader  of 
talte  it  is  neverthelefs  difguflful  \  and  it  is  mentioned 
here  as  the  error  of  a  man  of  genius  and  judgment,  that 
men  of  genius  and  judgment  may  guard  againlt  it. 

Mr.  Collins  fpeaks  like  a  true  poet,  as  well  in  fenti- 
ment  as  expreflion,  when,  with  regard  to  the  thirft  of 
wealth,  he  fays, 

"  Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  haile  along. 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafare's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride. 
Why  think  we  thefc  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold. 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold?" 
B'^-  however  juil  thefe  fentiments  may  appear  to  thofe 
who  have  not  revolted  from  nature  and  fimplicity,  had 
the   author   proclaimed   them    in   Lombard- itreet,  cr 
Cheapfide,  he  would  not  have  been  complimented  with 
the  underilanding  of  the  bellman. — A  Uriking  proof^. 
that  our  own  particular  ideas  of  happinefs  regulate  our 
opinions  concerning  the  fenfe  and  wifdom  of  others  ! 

It  is  impoffible  to  take  leave  of  this  moft  beautiful 
eclogue,  without  paying  the  tribute  of  admiration  fo 
jullly  due  to  the  following  nervous  lines. 
*^  What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet !        . 
Oft  in  the  dull  I  view  his  printed  feet ; 

And> 
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And,  fearful !   oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night. 
By  hunger  rouz'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain. 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  : 
Before  them  death  with  {hrieks  direds  their  way. 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey." 
This,  amongll  many  other  parages  to  be  met  with  in 
the  writings  of  Collins,  fhews  that  his  genius  was  per- 
fectly capable  of  the  grand  and  magnificent  in  defcrip- 
tion,  notwithftanding  what  a  learned  writer  has  ad- 
vanced to  the  contrary.     Nothing,  certainly,  could  be 
more  greatly  conceived,  or  more  adequately  exprefTedi 
than  the  image  in  the  hft  couplet. 

That  deception,  fomeiimes  ufed  in  rhetoric  and  po- 
etry, which  prefents  us  v/ith  an  objeft  or  fentiment 
contrary  to  what  we  expected,  is  here  introduced  to 
the  greateil  advantage : 

"  Farewel  the  youth,  whom  fighs  could  not  detain. 
Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  ! 
Yet,  as  thou  go'll,  may  every  blaft  arife— 
Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejeded  fighs !" 
But  this,  perhaps,  is  rather  an  artificial  prettinefs,  than 
a  real,  or  natural  beauty. 

ECLOGUE      III. 

THAT  innocent  and  native  fimplicity  of  manners, 
which,  in  the  firil:  eclogue,  was  allowed  to  conlHtute 
the  happinefs  of  love,  is  here  beautifully  defcribed  in  its 
effe<^s.  The  fultan  of  Perfia  marries  a  Georgian  {hep- 
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^lerdefs,  and  finds  in  her  embraces  that  genuine  felicity 
•which  unperverted  nature  alone  can  bellow.  The  moll 
natural  and  beautiful  parts  of  this  eclogue  are  thofe 
where  the  fair  fultana  refers  with  fo  much  pleafure  to 
her  pailoral  amufements,  and  thofe  fcenes  of  happy  in- 
nocence in  which  fhe  had  pafTed  her  early  years ;  parti- 
cularly when,  upon  her  firll  departure, 

'*  Oft  as  Ihe  went,  Ihe  backward  turn'd  her  view. 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu." 
This  piclure  of  amiable  fimplicity  rem.inds  one  of  that 
paflage,  where  Proferpine,  when  carried  oft  by  Pluto, 
regrets  the  lofs  of  the  flowers  flie  has  been  gathering. 
"  Collecli  flores  .tunicis  cecidere  remiffis : 
Tantaque  fimplicitas  puerilibus  adfuit  annis, 
.Ha^c  quoque  virgineum  movit  jaftura  dolorem." 

ECLOGUE      IV. 

THE  beautiful,  but  unfortunate  country,  where  the 
fcene  of  this  pathetic  eclogue  is  laid,  had  been  recently 
torn  in  pieces  by  the  depredations  of  its  favage  neigh- 
bours, when  Mr.  Collins  fo  affededly  defcribed  its  mif- 
fortunes.  This  ingenious  man  had  not  only  a  pencil  to 
pourtray,  but  a  heart  to  feel  for  the  miferies  of  man- 
kind, and  it  is  with  the  utmoll  tendernefs  and  humanity 
he  enters  into  the  narrative  of  Circalua's  ruin,  while  he 
realizes  the  fcene,  and  brings  the  prefent  drama  before 
us.  Of  every  circumllance  that  could  poflibly  contn- 
bute  to  the  tender  efFeft  this  pailoral  was  defigned  to 
produce,  the  poet  has  availed  himfelf  with  the  utmoft 

art 
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art  and  addrefs.  Thus  he  prepares  the  heart  to  pity  the 
diftreffes  of  Circaffia,  by  reprefenting  it  as  the  fcene  of 
the  happieft  love. 

*'  In  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Each  fvvain  was  bleft,  for  every  maid  was  kind," 
To  give  the  circumilances  of  the  dialogue  a  more  af- 
fectirxg  folemnity,  he  makes  the  time  midnight,  and  de- 
fcribes  the  two  Ihepherds  in  the  very  adl  of  flight  from 
.the  deftruclion  that  fwept  over  their  country : 

*'  Sad  o*er  the  dews,  two  brother  iliepherds  fied. 

Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrovs'  led:" 

There  is  a  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  epithet  nxjilder- 

ingy  which  ilrikes  us  more  forcibly,  the  more  we  con- 

fider  it. 

The  opening  of  the  dialogue  is  equally  happy,  natu- 
ral, and  unaifefted;  \\D.fa  one  of  the  fhepherds,  weary 
and  overcome  with  the  fatigue  of  flight,  calls  upon  his 
companion  to  review  the  length  of  way  they  had  palfed. 
This  is,  certainly,  painting  from  nature,  and  the 
thoughts,  hov/ever  obvious,  or  deftitute  of  refinement, 
are  perfe<5tly  in  character.  But,  as  the  clofeil  purfuit 
of  nature  is  the  fureft  way  to  excellence  in  general,  and 
to  fublimity  in  particular,  in  poetical  defcription,  fo  we 
find  that  this  fimple  fuggeftion  of  the  fhepherd  is  not 
unattended  with  magnificence.  There  is  grandeur  and 
variety  in  the  landfkip  he  defcribes : 

**  And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  paft  with  pain ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  try'd ! 
And  lall  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  1" 

There 
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There  is,  in  imitative  harmony,  an  aft  of  exprefling  a 
flow  and  difficult  movement  by  adding  to  the  ufual 
number  of  paufes  in  a  verfe.  This  is  obfervable  in  the 
line  that  defcribes  the  afcent  of  the  mountain : 

And  lait  i|  this  lofty  mountain's  j|  weary  fide  ||. 
Here  we  find  the  number  of  paufes,  or  mufical  bars, 
which,  in  an  heroic  verfe,  is  commonly  two,  increafed 
to  three. 

The  liquid  melody,  and  the  numerous  fweetnefs  of 
exprelTion  in  the  following  defcriptive  lines  is  almoft  in- 
imitably beautiful : 

«  Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  nymphs  and  fhepherds  lov'd  in  vain '. 
No  more  the  virgins  (hall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Jrwan's  fhady  grove 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale," 
Neverthelefs  in  this  delightful  landikip  there  is  an  ob- 
vious fault :  there  is  no  diiHnftion  between  the  plaiii  of 
Zabran,  and  the  vale  of  Aly :  they  are  both  flowery, 
and  confequently  undiverfiiied.     This  could  not  pro- 
ceed from  the  poet's  want  of  judgement,  but  from  inat- 
tention: it  had  not  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  em- 
ployed the  epithet /oTc^ry  twice  within  {o  fiiort  a  com- 
pafs ;  an  overfight  which  thofe  who  are  accuftomed  to 
poetical,  or,  indeed,  to  any  other  fpecies  of  compofi- 
tion,  know  to  be  very  poiTible. 

Nothing  can  be  more  beautifully  conceived,  or  more 
pathetically  exprefled,  than  the  ihepherd's  apprehenfions 

for 
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for  his  fair  country-women,  expofed  to  the  ravages  of 
the  invaders. 

*^  In  vain  Circaflia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves  : 
In  vain  fhe  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair. 
Their  eyes'  blue  languifh,  and  their  golden  hair ! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  Ihall  fend; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  fhall  rend." 
There  is,  certainly,  fome  very  powerful  charm  in  the 
liquid  melody  of  founds .     The  editor  of  thefe  poem-s 
could  never  read  or  hear  the  following  verfe  repeated, 
without  a  degree  of  pleafure  otherwife  entirely  unac- 
.countable  : 

*'  Their  eyes'  hlue  languijht  and  their  golden  hair" 
^uch  are  the  Oriental  Eclogues,  which  we  leave  with 
the  fame  kind  of  anxious  pleafure,  we  feel  upon  a  tem- 
porary parting  with  a  beloved  friend. 


OBSERVATIONS 

ON       THE 

ODES, 

DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL. 

THE  genius  of  Collins  was  capable  of  every  degree 
of  excellence  in  lyric  poetry,  and  perfe6lly  quali- 
fied for  that  high  province  of  the  Mufe.   PoiTefTed  of  a 
rative  ear  for  all  the  varieties  of  harmony  and  modula- 
tion. 
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tlon,  fufceptible  of  the  fineft  feelings  of  tendernefs  and 
humanity,  but,  above  all,  carried  away  by  that  high 
cnthufiafm,  which  gives  to  imagination  its  llrongell  co- 
louring, he  was,  at  once,  capable  of  foothing  the  ear 
with  the  melody  of  his  numbers,  of  influencing  the 
paflions  by  the  force  of  his  pathosy  and  of  gratifying 
the  fancy  by  the  luxury  of  his  defcription. 

In  confequence  of  thele  powers,  but,  more  particu- 
larly, in  confideration  of  the  lail,  he  chofe  fuch  fubject< 
for  his  lyric  eflays  as  were  moft  favourable  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  defcription  and  allegory ;  where  he  could 
exercife  his  powers  in  moral  and  perfonal  paintino^;. 
where  he  could  exert  his  invention  in  conferring  attri- 
butes on  images  or  objecls  already  new  knov/n,  and  de- 
fcribed  by  a  determinate  number  of  characleriftics ; 
where  he  might  give  an  uncommon  eclat  to  his  figures, 
by  placing  them  in  happier  attitudes,  or  in  more  ad- 
vantageous lights,  and  introduce  new  forms  from  the 
moral  and  intelletlual  world  into  the  fociety  of  imper- 
fonated  beings. 

Such,  no  doubt,  were  the  privileges  v/hich  the  poet 
expedled,  and  fuch  were  the  advantages  he  derived  from 
the  defcriptive  and  allegorical  nature  of  his  themes. 

It  feems  to  have  been  the  whole  induftry  of  our  au- 
thor (and  it  is,  at  the  fame  time,  almoft  all  the  claim  to 
moral  excellence  his  writings  canboail)  to  promote  the 
influence  of  the  focial  virtues,  by  painting  them  in  the 
fairefl:  and  happiell  lights. 

«  Melior  fieri  tuendo," 
Vol.  I.VIIL  r;  rvoiiM 
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would  be  no  improper  motto  to  his  poems  in  general, 
but  of  his  lyric  poems  it  Teems  to  be  the  whole  moral 
tendency  and  effedl.  If,  therefore,  it  fhould  appear  to 
fome  readers  that  he  has  been  more  induitrious  to  culti- 
vate defcription  than  fentiment;  it  may  be  obferved, 
that  his  defcriptions  themfelves  are  fentimental,  and  an- 
fwer  the  whole  end  of  that  fpecies  of  writing,  by  em- 
bellifliing  every  feature  of  virtue,  and  by  conveying, 
through  the  effects  of  the  pencil,  the  finell  moral  lefTons 
to  the  mind. 

Horace  fpeaks  of  the  fidelity  of  the  ear  in  preference 
to  the  uncertainty  of  the  eye;  but  if  the  mind  receives 
convidlion,  it  is,  certainly,  of  very  little  importance 
through  what  medium,  or  by  which  of  the  fenfes,  it  is 
conveyed.  The  imprelTions  left  on  the  imagination 
may,  poflibly,  be  thought  lefs  durable  than  the  depofits 
of  memory,  but  it  may  very  well  admit  of  a  queilion, 
whether  a  conclufion  of  reafon,  or  an  imprelTion  of 
imagination,  will  fooneil  make  its  way  to  the  heart.  A 
moral  precept,  conveyed  in  words,  is  only  an  account 
of  truth  in  its  effects ;  a  moral  pifture  is  truth  exem- 
plified; and  which  is  moft  likely  to  gain  upon  the  af- 
fedlions,  it  may  not  be  difficult  to  determine. 

This,  however,  mufl  be  allowed,  that  thofe  works 
approach  the  nearefl  to  perfedion  which  unite  thefe 
powers  and  advantages;  which  at  once  influence  the 
imagination,  and  engage  the  memory ;  the  former  by 
the  force  of  animated  and  llriking  defcription,  the  latter 
by  a  brief,  but  harmonious  conveyance  of  precept: 
thus,  while  the  heart  is  influenced  through  the  opera- 
tion 
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tion  of  the  paflions,  or  the  fancy,  the  eifedl,  which 
might  otherwife  have  been  tranfient,  is  fecured  by  the 
co-operating  power  of  the  memory,  which  treafures  up 
in  a  fhort  aphorifm  the  moral  fcene. 

This  is  a  good  reafon,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  the  only 
reafon  that  can  be  given,  why  our  dramatic  perform- 
ances fhould  generally  end  with  a  chain  of  couplets.  In 
thefe  the  moral  of  the  whole  piece  is  ufually  conveyed; 
and  that  affiilance  which  the  memory  borrows  from 
rhyme,  as  it  was  probably  the  original  caufe  of  it, 
gives  it  ufefulnefs  and  propriety  even  there. 

After  thefe  apologies  for  the  defcripti've  turn  of  the 
following  odes,  fomething  remains  to  be  faid  on  the 
origin  and  ufe  of  allegory  in  poetical  compo£tion. 

By  this  we  are  not  to  under ftand  the  trope  in  the 
fchools,  which  is  defined  "  aliud  verbis,  aliud  fenfu  of- 
"  tendere,"  and  of  which  Quintilian  fays,  «  ufus  ell, 
*^  ut  triftia  dicamus  melioribus  verbie,  aut  bonae  rei 
<•  qua^dam  contrariis  iigniiicemus,  hz^  It  is  not  the 
\erbal,  but  the  fentimentai  allegory,  not  allegorical 
cxprelfion  (which,  indeed,  might  come  under  the  term 
Qi  metaphor)  but  allegorical  imagery,  that  is  here  in 
queftion. 

When  v/e  endeavour  to  trace  this  fpcciesof  figurative 
fentiment  to  its  origin,  we  find  it  coeval  with  literature 
itfelf.  It  is  generally  agreed  that  the  mod  ancient  pro- 
duftions  are  poetical,  and  it  is  certain  that  the  moil 
^mrient  poems  abound  with  allegorical  im.agery. 

If,  then,  it  be  allowed  that  the  firft  literary  produc- 

G  z  tions 
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tioiis  were  poetical,  we  fnall  have  little  or  no  difficulty 
in  dlfcovering  the  orgin  of  allegory. 

At  the  birth  of  letters,  in  the  tranfition  from  hiero- 
glyphical  to  literal  expreffion,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
if  the  cuftom  of  exprefling  ideas  by  perfonal  images, 
which  had  fo  long  prevailed,  fliould  itill  retain  its  influ- 
ence on  the  mind,  though  the  ufe  of  letters  had  render- 
ed the  practical  application  of  it  fuperfluous.  Thofe 
who  had  been  accullomed  to  exprefs  llrength  by  the 
image  of  an  elephant,  fwiftncfs  by  that  of  a  panther, 
and  courage  by  that  of  a  lion,  would  make  no  fcruple 
of  fubftituting,  in  letters,  the  fymbols  for  the  ideas  they 
had  been  ufed  to  reprcfent. 

Here  we  plainly  fee  the  origin  of  allegorical  exprejjion, 
that  it  arofe  from  the  a/bes  of  hieroglyphics ;  and  if  to 
the  fame  caufe  we  fhould  refer  that  figurative  boldnefs 
of  ftyle  and  imagery  which  difringuifh  the  oriental  writ- 
ings, we  fhall,  perhaps,  conclude  more  juftly  than  if 
we  fhould  impute  it  to  the  fuperior  grandeur  of  eallern 
genius. 

From  the  fame  fource  with  the  'verbal,  we  are  to  de- 
rive the  fentimental  allegory,  which  is  nothing  more 
than  a  continuation  of  the  metaphorical  or  fymbolical 
expreffion  of  the  feveral  agents  in  an  aflion,  or  the  dif- 
ferent objefVs  in  a  fcene. 

The  latter  moft  peculiarly  comes  under  the  denomi- 
nation of  allegorical  imagery ;  and  in  this  fpecies  of  al- 
legory we  include  the  imperfonation  of  paffions,  affec- 
tions,   virtues  and  vices,    &c.  on  account  of  which, 

princi- 
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principally,  the  following  odes  were  properly  termed  by 
their  author,  allegorical. 

With  refpeft  to  the  uti'ity  of  this  figurative  writing, 
the  fame  arguments  that  have  been  advanced  in  favour 
of  defcriptive  poetry,  will  be  of  weight  likewife  here. 
It  is,  indeed,  from  imperfonation,  or,  as  it  is  com* 
monly  termed,  perfonihcation,  that  poetical  dsfcription 
borrows  its  cnicf  powers  and  graces.  Without  the  aid" 
of  this,  moral  and  intelleAnal  painting  would  be  flat 
and  unanimated,  arid  even  the  fcenery  of  material  cb- 
je^s  would  be  dull  without  the  introdudion  of  tiditious 
life. 

Thefe  obfervations  will  be  moft  efredually  illufrrated 
by  the  fubliine  and  beautiful  odes  that  occafioned  them ; 
in  thofe  it  will  appear  how  happily  this  allegorical  paint- 
ing may  be  executed  by  the  genuine  powers  of  poetical 
geniu:,  and  they  will  not  fail  to  prove  its  force  and  uti- 
lity by  palling  through  the  imagination  to  the  heart.. 

ODE    TO    PITY. 

"  By  Pella's  Eard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame. 

Receive  my  humble  rite  : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  Iky-worn  robes  of  tenderclt  blue. 
And  eyes  of  dewy  light !" 
The  propriety  of  invoking  Pity  through  the  mediation 
of  Euripides  is  obvious. — That  admirable  poet  had  the 
keys  of  all  the  tender  pa/iion?,  znd,  thereforer  could 

(    .       -  -.AT 
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not  but  ftand  in  the  higkeft  efteem  with  a  writer  of  Mr. 
Collins 's  fenfibility.— He  did,  indeed,  admire  him  as 
much  as  Milton  profefledly  did,  and  probably  for  the 
fame  reafon ;  but  we  do  not  find  that  he  has  copied  him 
fo  clofely  as  the  lafr  mentioned  poet  has  fometimes  done, 
and  particularly  in  the  opening  of  Sarafon-Agoniftes,. 
which  is  an  evident  imitation  of  the  following  paflage 
in  the  Phcenifis. 

^tv^  £1?  TO  ?.tD^riv  -zr-toiw  ip^vo?  Ti&na    £fxoy^ 

n^cCamc Ad.  IIL  Sc.  I. 

The  "  eyes  of  dewy  light"  is  one  of  the  happiefl 
ftrokes  of  imaginationj.  and  may  be  ranked  among  thofe 
txprefiions  which 

"  — g^"^'^  ^  ^^^^  ^^-^  image  of  the  mind.'* 

**  Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains> 

And  Echo,  ^midft  my  native  plains. 
Been  footh'd  with  Pity's  lute.'' 

•■*  There  firit  the  wren  thy  myrtles  fhed 

On  gentleft  Ot\vay's  infant  head.'* 
SufTex,  in  which  county  the  Arun  is  a  fmall  river,  had 
the  honour  of  giving  birth  to  Otway  as  well  as  to  Col- 
lins :  both  thefe  poets,  unhappily,  becamx€  the  objects 
of  that  pity  by  which  their  writings  are  diftinguilhed* 
There  was  a  fimilitude  in  their  genius  and  in  their  fuf- 
ferings.  Thjerc  was  a  refemblance  in  the  misfortunes 
iind  in  the  diihpation  of  their  lives;  and  the  circumilan- 
ces  of  their  death  caimot  be  remembered  withjout  pain. 

The 
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The  thought  of  painting  in  the  temple  of  Pity  the  hif- 
tory  of  human  misfortunes,  and  of  drawing  the  fcenes 
from  the  tragic  Mufe,  is  very  happy,  and  in  every  re- 
fped  worthy  the  imagination  of  Collins. 


ODE      TO      FEAR. 

Mr.  Collins,  who  had  often  determined  to  apply  him- 
felf  to  dramatic  poetry,  feems  here,  with  the  fame 
view,  to  have  addrefled  one  of  the  principal  powers  of 
the  drama,  and  to  implore  that  mighty  influence  llie 
had  given  to  the  genius  of  Shakefpeare  : 

"  Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 

Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 

His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 

And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  !" 
tn  conftru(5lion  of  this  nervous  ode  the  author  has  Ihewrr 
equal  power  of  judgment  and  imagination.  Nothing 
can  be  more  ftriking  than  the  violent  and  abrupt  abbre- 
viation of  the  meafure  in  the  fifth  and  fixth  verfes,  when 
he  feels  the  ftrong  influence  of  the  power  he  invokes : 

"  Ah,  Fear,  ah,  frantic  Fear ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near.'* 
The  editor  of  thcfe  poems  has  met  with  nothing  in  the 
fame  fpecies  of  poetry,  either  in  his  own,  or  in  any 
other  language,  equal,  in  all  refpccls,  to  the  follov.  ing 
defcription  of  Danger  : 

"  Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold. 

What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 

G  4  Wha 
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Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  fornix 

Ho'rvling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm, 

Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 

Of  fome  Icofe  hanging  rock  to  iieep." 
It  is  impoffible  to  contemplate  the  image  conveyed  in 
the  two  la-1  verfes  without  thofe  emotions  of  terror  it 
was  intended  to  excite.  It  has,  moreover,  the  entire 
advantage  of  novelty  to  recommend  it,  for  there  is  too 
much  originality  in  all  the  circumflances,  to  fuppofe 
that  the  author  had  in  his  eye  that  defcription  of  trie 
penal  fituation  of  Catiline  in  the  ninth  ^neid  : 

« Te,  Catilina,  minaci 

Pendentem  fcopulo" 
The  archetype  of  the  Englirh  poet's  idea  v/as  in  nature, 
and  probably  to  her  alone  he  was  indebted  for  the 
thought.  From  her,  likewife,  he  derived  that  magni- 
ficence of  conception,  that  horrible  grandeur  of  image- 
ry, difplayed  in  the  following  lines  : 

<*  And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 

O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prefide  ; 

While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 

Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos M  and  bare : 

On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate. 

Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  v/ait." 
That  nutritive  enthufiafm,  which  cherifnes  the  feeds  of 
poetry,  and  which  is,  indeed,  the  only  foil  wherein  they 
v/ill  grow  to  perfedion,  lays  open  the  mind  to  all  the 
influences  of  fiftion.  A  paifion  for  whatever  is  greatly 
wiLl,  or  magnificent  in  the  works  of  nature,  feduces  the 
imagination  ij  attend  to  all  that  is  extravagant,  however 

unna- 
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unnatural.  Milton  was  notorioufiy  fond  of  high  ro- 
mance and  Gothic  diabUnes ;  and  Collins,  who  in  ge- 
nius and  enthufiafm  bore  no  very  diltant  refemblance  to 
Milton,  was  wholly  carried  away  by  the  fanic  attach- 
ments. 

"  Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old. 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told  : 
And,  leil  thou  meet  my  blalted  view. 
Hold  each  ftrange  tale  devoutly  true." 
"  On  that  thrice  hallow'd  eve,  &c.'* 
There  is  an  old  traditionary  fuperftition,  that  on  Sf. 
Mark*s  eve  the  forms  of  all  fuch  perfons  as  ihall  die 
within  the  enfuing  year,  make  their  folemn  entry  into 
the  churches  of  their  refpcftive  parifhes,  as  St.  Patrick 
i\wcim  over  the  channel,  without  their  heads. 

ODE    TO    SIMPLICITY> 

THE  meafure  of  the  ancient  ballad  feems  to  have 
been  made  choice  of  for  this  ode,  on  account  of  the 
fubjed,  and  it  has,  indeed,  an  air  of  fimplicity  not 
altogether  unaffecling  : 

**  By  all  the  honey 'd  llore 
On  Hybla*s  thymy  fhore. 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear^ 
By  her  whofe  love-lorn  woe. 
In  evening  muiings  ilov/, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Eledlra's  poet*s  ear.'* 
This   allegorical  imagery  of  the  honey'd  flore^  the 
Woomsj  and  mingled  murmurs  of  Hybla>  alluding  to 
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the  fweetnefs  and  beauty  of  the  Attic  poetry,  has  the 
fineft  and  the  happiefl:  efFed  :  yet,  poflibly,  it  will  bear 
a  queftion,  whether  the  ancient  Greek  tragedians  had  a 
general  claim  to  fimplicity  in  any  thing  more  than  the 
plans  of  their  drama.  Their  language,  at  leaft,  was  in- 
finitely metaphorical;  yet  it  mull  be  owned  that  they 
juftly  copied  nature  and  the  pafllons,  and  fo  far,  cer- 
tainly, they  were  entitled  to  the  palm  of  true  fimplicity : 
the  following  moft  beautiful  fpeech  of  Polynices,  will 
be  a  monument  of  this  fo  long  as  poetry  ihall  lalt. 

■   '■-     -  'SJoXv^ccy.^v^  o'  a^txo^v;v 
Tvfivcta-icc  c   htffiv  ivtr^a,<pr,v^   Aj^kvj^  S   lotof* 

AAA    {ly.  yx^  o.'KyHc^  cchyoc)  uv  a  o-^y.cy.Xf 

E;^«c7-ai'.  E  u  R I  P.  Phoenifr.  ver.  369. 

"  But  llaid  to  fmg  alone 
To  one  diftinguifh'd  throne.'* 
The  poet  cuts  off  the  prevalence  of  fimplicity  among  the 
Romans  with  the  reign  of  Auguflus,  and  indeed,  it  did 
not  continue  much  longer,  moll  of  the  compofitions, 
after  that  date,  giving  into  falfe  and  artificial  ornament. 
*'  No  more,  in  hall  or  bovver. 
The  paiiions  own  thy  power. 
Love,  only  Love,  her  forcclefs  numbers  mean." 
In  thefe  lines  the  writings  of  tJie  Provencal  poets  are 

principally 
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principally  alluded  to,  in  which,  fimplicity  is  generally 
facrificed  to  the  rhapfodies  ef  romantic  love. 

ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 

Procul  !  O  I  procul  efte  profani  1 
THIS  ode  is  fo  infinitely  ablL'-adled  and  replfte  with 
high  enthufiafm,  that  it  will  find  few  readers  capable  of 
entering  into  the  beauty  of  it,  or  of  relifhing  its  beau- 
ties.  There  is  a  ilyle  of  fentunent  as  utterly  unintelli- 
gible to  common  capacities,  as  if  the  fubj  eft  were  treated 
in  an  unknown  language ;  and  it  is  on  the  fame  account 
that  abilradted  poetry  will  never  have  many  admirers. 
The  authors  of  fuck  poems  mull  be  content  with  the 
approbation  of  thofe  heaven-favoured  geniufes,  who,  by 
a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  fentiment,  are  enabled  to  pene- 
trate the  high  myilcries  of  infpired  fancy,  and  to  purfue 
the  loftieft  Rights  of  enthufiailic  imagination.  Never- 
thelefs,  the  praiie  of  the  dillinguilhed  few  is  certainly 
preferable  to  the  applaufe  of  the  undifcerning  million  ^ 
for  all  praife  is  valuable  in  proportion  to  the  judgement 
of  thofe  who  confer  it^ 

As  th£  ful^ecl  of  this  ode  is  uncommon,  fo  are  the 
ftyle  and  exprelTion  highly  metaphorical  and  abftraded  j 
th.\^  the  fun  is  called  "the  rich.-hair'd  youth  of  morn," 
the  ideas  are  termed  "the  ihadowy  tribes  of  mind,"  &c» 
We  are  llruck  with  the  propriety  of  this  mode  of  ex- 
preiHon  here,  and  it  affords  us  new  proofs  of  the  analo- 
gy that  fubfiib  between  language  and  fentiment. 
Nothing  can  be  more  loftily  imagined  than  the  crea- 

tioa 
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tion  of  the  Cellus  of  Fancy  in  this  ode  :  the  allegorical 
imagery  is  rich  and  fublime  :  and  the  obfervation  that, 
the  dangerous  paffions  kept  aloof,  during  the  operation, 
is  founded  on  the  ftridleU  philofophical  truth;  for  poe- 
tical fancy  can  exift  only  in  minds  that  are  perfectly  fe- 
rene,  and  in  fome  meafure  abrtradced  from  th^e  influences 
of  ftnfe. 

The  fcene  of  Milton's  "  infpiring  hour"  is  perfedlly 
in  charadler,  and  defcribed  with  all  thofe  wild-vvood- 
appearances  of  which  the  great  poet  was  fo  enthufiaiH- 
cally  fond  : 

"  I  viev/  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among. 

By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 

Nigh fpher'd  in  heaven,  its  native  ilrains  could  hear." 


ODE.     Written  in  the  year  174.6.. 

ODE    TO    MERCY. 

THE  Ode  written  in  1746,  and  the  Ode  to  Mercy,, 
feem  to  have  been  written  on  the  fame  occafion,  viz.  the 
late  rebellion;  the  former  in  memory  of  thofe  heroes 
v/ho  fell  in  the  defence  cf  their  country,  the  latter  to 
excite  feniiments  of  compaffion  in  favour  of  thofe  un- 
happy and  deluded  wretches  who  became  a  facrifice  to 
public  juilice. 

The  language  and  imagery  of  both  are  very  beautiful ; 
but  the  fcene  and  figures  defcribed  in  the  llrophe  of  the 

Ode 
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Ode  to  Mercy  are  exquifitely  llriking,  and  would  afford 
a  painter  one  of  the  fined  lubjedls  in  the  world. 

ODE    TO    LIBERTY. 

THE  ancient  ftates  of  Greece,  perhaps  the  only  ones 
in  which  a  perfed:  model  of  liberty  ever  exifted,  are  na- 
turally brought  to  view  in  the  opening  of  the  poem. 
.  "  Who  Ihall  awake  the  Spartan  fife. 

And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life. 

The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading. 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fullen  hue." 
There  is  fomething  extremely  bold  in  this  imagery  of 
the  locks  of  the  Spartan  youths,  and  greatly  fuperior  to 
that  defcription  Jocafta  gives  us  of  the  hair  of  Polynices. 

T\7^(jy.aiJ.ov » 

"  What  new  Alceus,  fancy-bleil. 

Shall  fing  the  fword,  in  myrtles  dreft,  &c." 
This  alludes  to  a  fragment  of  Alc^eus  fl:ill  remaining, 
in  which  the  poet  celebrates  Harmodius  and  Ariftogi- 
ton,  who  flew  the  tyrant  Hipparchus,  and  thereby  re- 
flored  the  liberty  of  Athens. 

The  fall  of  Rome  is  here  moil  nervoufly  defcribed  in 
one  line  : 

"  With  heaviell  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell." 
The  thought  feems  altogether  new,  and  the  imitative 
harmony  in  the  Itrudlure  of  the  verfe  is  admirable. 

After  bewailing  the  ruin  of  ancient  liberty,  the  poet 
confiders  the  influence  it  has  retained,  or  ftill  retains 

among 
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among  the  moderns ;  and  here  the  free  republics  of  Italy 
naturally  engage  his  attention — Florence,  indeed,  only 
to  be  lamented  on  account  of  lofmg  its  liberty  under 
thofe  patrons  of  letters,  the  Medicean  family;  the^^^- 
lom  Pifa,  juftly  fo  called  in  refpcil  to  its  long  im.pati- 
ence  and  regret  under  the  fame  yoke  ;  and  the  fmnll 
Marino,  which,  however  unrefpedable  with  regard  to 
power  or  extent  of  territory,  has,  at  leaft,  this  diftinc- 
tion  to  boaft,  that  it  has  preferved  its  liberty  longer  than 
any  other  ftate,  ancient  or  modern,  having,  without 
any  revolution,  retained  its  prefent  mode  of  government 
near  1400  years.  Moreover  the  patron  faint  who 
founded  it,  and  from  whom  it  takes  its  name,  deferves 
this  poetical  record,  as  he  is,  perhaps,  the  only  faint 
that  ever  contributed  to  the  eftablifhment  of  freedom. 

"  Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate. 

To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  ftate," 
In  thefe  lines  the  poet  alludes  to  thofe  ravages  in  the 
il:ate  of  Genoa,  occafioned  by  the  unhappy  diviiions  of 
the  Guelphs  and  Gibelines. 

« When  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice. 

The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice." 
For  an  account  of  the  celebrated  event  referred  to  in  thefe 
verfes,  fee  Voltaire's  Epiftle  to  the  King  of  Pruffia. 

"  Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 

Whofe  crown  a  Britifh  queen  refus'd  !" 

The  Flemings  were  fo  dreadfully  oppreffed  by  this 
•fanguinary  general  of  Philip  the  Second,  that  they  of- 
fered their  fovereignty  to  Elizabeth,  but,  happily  for 
%er  fubjeds,  Ihe  had  policy  and  magnanimity  enough  to 

re  fufe 
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Tefufe  it.  Deformeaux,  in  his  Abrege  Chronologique 
de  I'Hiftoire  d'Elpagne,  thus  dofcribes  the  fufferings 
of  the  Flemings  :  "  Le  Due  d'Albe  achevoit  de  re- 
*'  duire  les  Flamands  au  defefpoir.  Apres  avoir  inonde 
"  les  echafauts  du  fang  le  plus  noble  et  le  plus  precieux, 
"  il  faifoit  conllruire  des  citadelles  en  divers  endroits, 
*♦  et  vouloit  etablir  PAlcavala,  ce  tribute  onereux  qui 
*'  avoit  ete  longtems  en  ufage  parmi  les  Efpagnols." 
Agreg.  Chron.  Tom.  IV. 

" Mona, 

Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide." 
Mona  is  properly  the  Roman  name  of  the  Ifie  of  An- 
glefey,  anciently  fo  famous  for  its  Druids  ;  but  fome- 
times,  as  in  this  place,  it  is  given  to  the  I  fie  of  Man. 
Both  thofe  ifles  (lill  retain  much  of  the  genius  of  fu- 
perftition,  and  are  now  the  only  places  where  there  is 
the  lead  chance  of  finding  a  faiiy. 

ODE, 

To  a  Lady,  on  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles 
Rofs,  in  the  Adlion  at  Fontenoy.  Written 
May,  1745. 

THE  iambic  kind  of  numbers  in  which  this  ode  is 
conceived,  feems  as  well  calculated  for  tender  and 
plaintive  fubjeds,as  for  thofe  where  ftrength  or  rapidity 
is  required. — This,  perhaps,  is  owing  to  the  repetition 
of  the  ftrain  in  the  fame  llanza  ;  for  forrow  rejefts  va- 
riety, and  affects  an  uniformity  of  complaint.     It  is 

needlefs 
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needlefs  to  obferve  that  this  ode  is  replete  with  harmony, 
fpirit,  and  pathos ;  and  there,  farcly,  appears  no  reafon 
why  the  feventh  and  eighth  ftanzas  Ihould  be  omitted  in. 
that  copy  printed  in  Dodfley's  Colleclion  of  Poems. 

ODE    TO    EVENING. 

THE  blank  ode  has  for  fome  time  folicited  admifTion 
into  the  Englifh  poetry ;  but  its  efforts,  hitherto,  feem 
to  have  been  vain,  at  leall  its  reception  has  been  no 
more  than  partial.     It  remains  a  quelHon,  then,  whe- 
ther there  is  not  fomething  in  the  nature  of  blank  verfe 
lefs  adapted  to  the  lyric  than  to  the  heroic  meafure, 
fmce,  though  it  has  been  generally  received  in  the  lat- 
ter, it  is  yet  unadopted  in  the  former.    In  order  to  dif- 
cover  this,  we  are  to  conlider  the  different  modes  of 
thefe  different  fpecies  ofpoetrv.     That  of  the  heroic  is 
uniform  ;  that  of  the  lyric  is  various ;  and  in  thefe  cir- 
cumilances  of  uniformity  and  variety,  probably,  lies  the 
caufe  why  blank  verfe  has  been  fuccefsful  in  the  one, 
and  unacceptable  in  the  other.     While  it  prefented  it- 
felf  only  in  one  form,  it  was  familiarized  to  the  ear  by 
cuftom ;  but  where  it  was  obliged  to  affume  the  differ- 
ent ihapes  of  the  lyric  Mufe,  it  feemed  ftill  a  ftranger  of 
uncouth  figure,  was  received  rather  with  curicfity  than 
pleafure,  and  entertained  without  that  eafe,  or  fatisfac- 
tion,    which    acquaintance  and  familiarity  produce — 
Moreover,  the  heroic  blank  verfe  obtained  a  fandlion  of 
infinite  importance  to  its  general  reception,  when  it  was 
adopted  by  one  of  the  greateft  poets  the  world  ever  pro- 
duced, 
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Juced,  and  was  made  the  vehicle  of  the  nobleft  poem 
that  ever  was  written.  When  this  poem  at  length  ex- 
torted that  applaufe  wliich  ignorance  and  prejudice  had 
united  to  v/ithhold,  the  verfification  ibon  found  its  imi- 
tators, and  became  more  generally  fuccefsful  than  even 
in  thofe  countries  from  whence  is  was  imported.  But 
lyric  blank  verfe  had  met  with  no  fuch  advantages ;  for 
Mr.  Collins,  whofe  genius  and  judgement  in  harmony 
might  have  given  it  fo  powerful  an  eiFeft,  hath  left  us 
but  one  fpecimen  of  it  in  the  Ode  to  Evening. 

In  the  choice  of  his  meafure  he  feems  to  have  had  in 
his  eye  Horace's  Ode  to  Pyrrha;  for  this  ode  bears  the 
nearell  refemblance  to  that  mixt  kind  of  the  afclepiad 
and  pherecratic  verfe  j  and  that  refemblance  in  fome  de- 
gree reconciles  us  to  the  want  of  rhyme,  while  it  re- 
minds us  of  thofe  great  mafiers  of  antiquity,  whofe 
works  had  no  need  of  this  whimfical  jingle  of  founds. 

From  the  following  pafiage  one  miglit  be  induced  to 
think  that  the  poet  had  it  in  view  to  render  liis  fubjed 
and  his  verfification  fuitable  to  each  other  on  this  occa- 
fion,  and  that,  when  he  addrefled  himfelf  to  the  fober 
power  of  Evening,  he  had  thought  proper  to  lay  afide 
the  foppery  of  rhyme  ; 

"  Now  teach  me,  maid  composed. 

To  breathe  fome  foften'd  ilrain, 
Whofe  numbers,  Healing  through  thy  darkening  vale. 
May  not  unfeemly  with  its  IHllnefs  fuit. 

As,  m.ufmg  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  1'* 
But  whatever  v/ere  the  numbers,  or  the  vefincatlon  of 

Vol.  LVlil.  H  thi« 
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this  ode,  the  imagery  and  enthufiafm  it  contains  could 
not  fail  of  rendering  it  delightful.  No  other  of  Mr. 
Coliins's  odes  is  more  generally  charafterillic  of  his 
genius.  In  one  place  we  difcover  his  paiTion  for 
.vilionary  beings  : 

"  For  when  thy  folding- ftar  arifmg  (hows 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  llept  in  buds  the  day. 
And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  withfedge. 
And  fneds  the  frefnening  dew,  and  lovelier  ftill. 

The  penfive  plcafures  fweet 

Prepare  thy  Ihadowy  car.'* 
In  another  we  behold  his  flrong  bias  to  melancholy : 
*<  Then  let  me  rove  forne  wild  and  heathy  fccne. 
Or  find  fome  ruin  'midll  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  aweful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams." 
Then  appears  his  taile  for  what  is  wildly  grand  and 
magnificent  in  nature ;  when,  prevented  by  florms  from 
enjoying  his  evening  walk,  he  ^vifhes  for  a  fituation, 

*'  That  from  the  mountain's  fides. 

Views  wild  and  fwelling  floods ;" 
And,  through  the  whole,  his  invariable  attachment  to 
the  expreffion  of  painting : 

" and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dulky  veil.'* 

It 


COLLINSES     POEMS.  99 

It  might  be  a  fufficient  encomium  on  this  beautiful  ode 
to  obferve,  that  it  has  been  particularly  admired  by  a 
lady  to  whom  nature  has  given  the  mofl  perfecl  prin- 
ciples of  tafte.  She  has  not  even  complained  of  the 
want  of  rhyme  in  it,  a  circumftance  by  no  means  un- 
favourable to  the  caufe  of  lyric  blank  verfe;  forfarely, 
if  a  fair  reader  can  endure  an  ode  without  bells  and 
chimes,  the  mafculine  genius  may  difpenfe  with  them. 

THE    MANNERS.    AN    ODE. 

FROM  the  fubjeft  and  fentim.ents  of  this  ode,  it 
feems  not  improbable  that  the  author  wrote  it  about  the 
time  when  he  left  the  Univeriity ;  when,  weary  with 
the  purfuit  of  academical  lludies,  he  no  longer  confined 
himfelf  to  the  fearch  of  theoretical  knowledge,  but 
commenced  the  fcholar  of  humanity,  to  iludy  nature  in 
her  works,  and  man  in  fociety. 

The  following  farev/ell  to  fcience  exhibits  a  very  jufl 
as  well  as  ftriking  pifture;  for  however  exalted  in  the- 
ory the  Platonic  dodlrines  may  appear,  it  is  certain  that 
Platonifm  and  Pyrrhonifm  are  allied: 
"  Farewell  the  porch,  v/hofe  roof  is  feen> 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  Science,  prank'd  in  tifTued  veft. 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  drefl. 
Comes  like  a  bride,  {<:i  trim  array'd. 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  Ihade  !" 
When  the  mind  goes  in  purfuit  of  vifionary  fyHems,  It 
is  not  far  from  the  regions  of  doubt  j  and  the  greater  its 

H  3  capacity 
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capacity  to  think  abflradledly,  to  reafon  and  refine,  the 
more  it  will  be  expofed  to,  and  bewildered  in,  uncertainty. 
— From  an  enthufiaftic  warmth  of  temper,  indeed,  we 
may  for  a  while  be  encouraged  to  perfift  in  fome  favour- 
ite dodrine,  or  to  adhere  to  fome  adopted  fyftem ;  but 
when  that  enthufiafm,  which  is  founded  on  the  vivacity 
of  the  paffions,  gradually  cools  and  dies  away  with 
them,  the  opinions  it  fupported  drop  from  us,  and  we 
are  thrown  upon  the  inhofpitable  fhore  of  doubt. — A 
firiking  proof  of  the  neceffity  of  fome  moral  rule  of  wif- 
dom  and  virtue,  and  fome  fyflem  of  happinefs  eftablilh- 
ed  by  unerring  knowledge  and  unlimited  power. 

In  the  poet's  addrefs  to  Humour  in  this  ode,  there  is 
one  image  of  fmgular  beauty  and  propriety.  The  or- 
naments in  the  hair  of  Wit  are  of  fuch  a  nature,  and 
difpofed  in  fuch  a  manner,  as  to  be  perfectly  fymbolical 
and  character illic  : 

"  Me  too  amidll  thy  band  admit. 
There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  Wit, 
(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 
Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  ihare. 
Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 
In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide." 
Nothing  could  be  more  expreffive  of  wit,  which  con- 
fiils  in   a  happy  coUifion  of  comparative  and  relative 
images,  than  this  reciprocal  refledtion  of  light  from  the 
difpofition  of  the  jewels. 

"  O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 
To  Britain's  favour 'd  ifle  alone." 
The  author  could  only  mean  to  apply  this  to  the  time 

when 
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when  he  wrote,  iince  other  nations  had  produced  works 
of  great  humour,  as  he  himfelf  acknowledges  after- 
wards. 

"  By  old  Miletus,  &c. 

By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids,  &c." 
The  Milefian  and  Tufcan  romances  were  by  no  means 
diilinguilhed  for  humour ;  but  as  they  were  the  models 
cf  that  fpecies  of  writing  in  which  humour  was  after- 
wards employed,  they  are,  probably  for  that  reafon 
only  mentioned  here. 

The    PASSIONS.    An  GDEforMufic. 

IF  the  muilc  which  was  compofed  for  this  ode,  had 
equal  merit  with  the  ode  itfclf,  it  mufl  have  been  the 
mofl  excellent  performance  of  the  kind,  in  which  poe- 
try and  mufic  have,  in  modern  times,  united.  Other 
pieces  of  the  fame  nature  have  derived  their  greateft  re- 
putation from  the  perfedion  of  the  mufic  that  accompa- 
nied them,  having  in  themfelves  little  more  merit  than 
that  of  an  ordinary  ballad :  but  in  this  we  have  the 
whole  foul  and  power  of  poetry — Expreffion  that,  even 
without  the  aid  of  mufic,  ftrikes  to  the  heart;  and 
imagery  of  power  enough  to  transport  the  attention, 
without  the  forceful  alliance  of  correfponding  founds ! 
what,  then,  mull  have  been  the  effedls  of  thefe  united ! 

It  is  very  obfervable  that  though  the  meafure  is  the 
fame,  in  which  the  mufical  eiforts  of  fear,  anger,  and 
defpair,  are  defcribed,  yet  by  the  variation  of  the  ca- 
dence, the  charadler  and  operation  of  each  is  llrongly 
exprelTed:  thus  particularly  of  Defpair; 

H  3  "  With 
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«  With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair — 

Lo\v  fallen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 
A  folemn,  ftrange,  and  mingled  aL-, 
'Twas  fad  by  nts,  by  ftarts  *twas  wild." 
He  muft  be  a  very  unfkilful  compofer  who  could  not 
catch  the  power  of  imitative  harmony  from  thefe  lines  ! 
The  pifture  of  Hope  that  follows  this  is  beautiful  al- 
mofl  beyond  imitation.     By  the  united  powers  of  ima- 
gery and  harmony,  that  delightful  being  is  exhibited 
with  all  the  charms  and  graces  that  pleafure  and  fancy 
have  appropriated  to  her. 

Relegat,  qui  ferrel  percurrit; 
Qui  nunquam  legit,  legat. 
"  But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  1 
Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diftance  hail ! 
Still  would  her  touch  the  frrain  prolong. 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  call'd  on  Echo  ftili  through  all  the  fong; 
And  where  her  fweeteil  theme  fhe  chofe, 
A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe. 
And  Hope  enchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her  golden  hair." 
In  what  an  exalted  light  does  the  above  ftanza  place  this 
great  mafler  of  poetical  imagery  and  harmony  !  what 
varied  fweetnefs  of  numbers!  what  delicacy  of  judge- 
ment and  expreffion !  how  characteriftically  does  Hope 
prolong  her  ftrain,  repeat  her  foothing  clofes,  call  upon 
her  aflbciate  Echo  for  the  fame  purpofes,  and  difplay 
every  pleafing  grace  peculiar  to  her  I 

"  And 
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«  And  Hope  enchanted  fmil'd,  andwav*d  her  golden 
hair.'' 

Legat,  qui  nunquam  legit; 

Qui  femel  percurrit,  relegat. 
The  defcriptions  of  Joy,  Jealoufy,  and  Revenge,  are 
excellent;  though  not  equally  fo;  thofe  of  Melancholy 
and  Chearfalnefs  are  iaperior  to  every  thing  of  the 
kind;  and,  upon  the  whole,  there  may  be  very  little 
hazard  in  aiTerting  that  this  is  the  fineil  ode  in  the 
Englifh  language. 

AN     EPISTLE 

To    Sir   Thomas    Hanmer,    on   his   Edition   of 
Shakefpeare's  Works. 

THIS  poem  was  written  by  our  author  at  the  uni- 
verfity,  about  the  time  when  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer's 
pompous  edition  of  Shakefpeare  was  printed  at  Oxford. 
If  it  has  not  fo  much  merit  as  the  reft  of  his  poems,  it 
has  ftill  more  than  the  fubjed  deferves.  The  verifica- 
tion is  eafy  and  genteel,  and  the  allufions  always  poeti- 
cal. The  charader  of  the  poet  Fletcher  in  particular 
is  very  juilly  drawn  in  this  epiftle. 

DIRGE   IN   CYMBELINE, 

ODE    on  the  Death  of  Mr.  T  H  O  IvI  S  O  N. 

Mr.  Collins  h.a.d^i/1  to  complain.     Of  that  mournful 

melody,  and  thofe  tender  images,  which  are  the  diftin- 
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guiihing  excellencies  of  f-ach  pieces  as  bewail  departed 
frieudrnip,  or  beauty,  he  was  an  almoll  unequalled 
mafter.  He  knew  perfectly  to  exhibit  fuch  circum- 
ftances,  peculiar  to  the  objefts,  as  awaken  the  influ- 
ences of  pity;  and  while,  from  his  own  great  fenfibility, 
he  felt  what  he  wrote,  he  naturally  addreffed  himfelf 
to  the  feelings  of  others. 

To  read  fuch  lines  as  the  following,  all  beautiful  and 
tender  as  they  are,  without  correfponding  emotions  of 
pity,  is  furely  impoffible : 

"  The  tender  thought  on  thee  fhall  dwell. 
Each  lonely  fcene  ihall  thee  reftore. 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  fhed  ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more ; 
And  mourn'd,  'till  Pity's  felf  be  dead." 
The  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Thomfon  feems  to  have  been 
written  in  an  excurfion  to  Richmond  by  water.     The 
rural  fcenery  has  a  proper  effedl  in  an  ode  to  the  me- 
mory of  a  poet,  much  of  whofe  merit  lay  in  defcrip- 
tions  of    the    fame    kind,    and    the    appellations   of 
**  Druid,"  and  "  meek  Nature's  child,"  are  happily 
charafteriftic.     For  the   better  underllanding  of  this 
ode,  it  is  neceffary  to  remember,  that  Mr.  Thomfon 
lies  buried  in  the  church  of  Richmond^ 


CON- 


[    >05    I 
CONTENTS 


o  r 


COLLINSES       POEMS. 

r\RIENT AL  Eclogues.  Page. 

Eclogue  I.  -  -  -  2 

Eclogue  II.  »  -  -  6 

Eclogue  III.  »  -  _  ^ 

Eclogue  IV.  -  -  12 

ODES     Defcriptive  and  Allegorical. 
Ode  to  Pity.  -  -  -  15 

Ode  to  Fear.  -  -  -  17 

Ode  to  Simplicity.  -  -  19 

Ode  on  the  Poetical  Charadler.  -  21 

Ode,  written  in  the  Year  1 746,  -  24 

Ode  to  Mercy.  -  -  -  25 

Ode  to  Liberty.  -  -  26 

Ode  to  a  Lady,  on  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles 
Rofs  in  the  Adlion  at  Fontenoy.  Written  in 
May,  1745.  -  -  32 

Ode  to  Evening.  -  -  34 

Ode  to  Peace.  -  -  36 

The  Manners.     An  Ode.  -  37 

The  Paffions.     An  Ode  for  Mufic.  -  40 

An  Epiftle  to  Sir  Thomas  Haruner,  on  his  Edition 
of  Shakefpeare's  Works-  -  -        44 

Dirge 


io6  CONTENTS. 

Dirge  in  Cymbeline.  -  -  50 

Ode  on  the  Death  of  Mr.  Thomfon.  -  5 1 

Verfes  written  on  a  Paper,  which  contained  a  Piece 

of  Bride-Cake.  _  _  ^^ 

Ode  on  the  popular  Superftitions  of  the  liighlands 

of  Scotland.  -  -  55 

Song  _  _  _  66 

General  Obfervations  on  the  Oriental  Eclogues.  67 
Obfervations  on  Eclogue  I.  -  72 

II.         ...       73 

. III.         -         -        .     76 

IV.  -  .  _.        77 

General  Obfervations  on  the  Odes  defcriptive  and 

allegorical.  -  -  80 

Obfervations  on  the  Ode  to  Pity.      .  -  -  85 

« Ode  to  Fear.  -  -87 

■  Ode  to  Simplicity.  -  89 

•  Ode  on  the  Poetical  Charafter.  91 

■  Ode,  written  in  the  Year  1746.  92 
^   ■   Ode  to  Mercy.             -             -            ibid. 

-  Ode  to  Liberty,         -  -  93 

•  Ode  to  a  Lady,  on  the  Death  of  Col. 


Charles  Rofs  in  the  Adion  at  Fontenoy.  95 

Ode  to  Evening.                  -  96 

The  Manners.     An  Ode.             -  '     99 

The  Paluons.     An  Ode  for  Mufic.  loi 

An  Epiftle  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer.  103 

Dirge  in  Cymbeline.               -  ibid* 

Ode  on  the  Death  of  Mr.  Thomfon.  ibid» 


END    OF    COLLINSES   POEMS. 


THE 


POEMS 


O  F 


JOHN     DYER, 


C   109  ] 

THE 

P       O       E       M       S 

O    F 

JOHN     DYER. 


GRONGAR      HILL, 

SILENT  Nymph,  with  curious  eye  ! 
Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van. 
Beyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man  ; 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things. 
While  the  yellow  linnet  fmgs ; 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale ; 
Come,  with  all  thy  various  dues. 
Come,  and  aid  thy  filler  Mufe; 
Now,  while  Phoebus  riding  high. 
Gives  luftre  to  the  land  and  fky  ! 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong. 
Draw  the  landikip  bright  and  ftrong ; 
Grongar,  in  whofe  moffy  cells. 
Sweetly  mufmg.  Quiet  dwells ; 

Grongar, 
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Grongar,  in  whofe  filent  fhade. 

For  the  modeft  Mufes  made. 

So  oft  I  have,  the  evening  IHll, 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill. 

Sate  upon  a  flowery  bed. 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  llray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  Hood, 

Over  mead,  and  over  wood. 

From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill. 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  fides  I  wind. 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind. 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay. 
And  viiloes  fhooting  beams  of  day : 
Wide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale  ; 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal : 
The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate  ! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height. 
Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  fkies. 
And  lefTen  as  the  others  rife  : 
Still  the  profpe6l  wider  fpreads. 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads ; 
Still  it  widens,  widens  ftill. 
And  fmks  the  newly-rifen  hill. 

Now,  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow. 
What  a  land/kip  lies  below  I 
No  clouds,  no  vapours  intervene ; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene. 
Does  the  face  of  Nature  fhow. 
In  all  the  hues  of  Heaven's  bow  I 


And, 
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And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light. 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight. 

Old  caftles  on  the  clifFs  arife. 
Proudly  towering  in  the  (kies  ! 
Rufhing  from  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires  1 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  (heds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads  ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks. 
And  flitters  on  the  broken  rocks  ! 


Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife. 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes  : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue. 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew. 
The  flender  fir,  that  taper  grows. 
The  ilurdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  boughs. 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove. 
Haunt  of  Phyllis,  Queen  of  Love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn. 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn. 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  fleep  and  high. 
Holds  and  charms  the  wandering  eye  ! 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood. 
His  fides  are  cloath'd  with  waving  woodj 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow. 
That  call  an  aweful  look  below  ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps. 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps ; 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
On  mutual  dependence  find. 
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'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode; 
'Tis  now  th'  apartment  of  the  toad ; 
And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds ; 
And  there  the  poifonous  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'd  in  ruins,  mofs,  and  weeds ; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls. 
Yet  time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low. 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow. 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  compleat. 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  Hate ; 
But  tranfient  is  the  fmile  of  Fate  ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's-day. 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers  how  they  run. 
Through  woods  and  meads,  in  fhade  and  fun. 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow. 
Wave  fucceedmg  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep. 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  Nature's  vefture  wrought. 
To  inftrucl  our  wandering  thought; 
Thus  fhe  drcfies  green  and  gay. 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 

Ever  charming,  ever  new. 
When  will  the  landfkip  tire  the  view ! 
The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow. 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low; 

The 
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The  windy  fummit,  wild  and  high. 

Roughly  rufhing  on  the  fky  ! 

The  pleafant  feat,  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  naked  rock,  the  Ihady  bower; 

The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm. 

Each  give  each  a  double  charm. 

As  pearls  upon  an  ^thiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide, 
Where  the  profpcft  opens  wide. 
Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide; 
How  clofe  and  fmall  the  hedges  lie  ! 
What  ftreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye  ! 
A  Hep  methinks  may  pafs  the  itream. 
So  little  dirtant -dangers  feem  ; 
So  we  miftake  the  future's  face, 
Ey'd  through  Hope's  deluding  glafs ; 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair. 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air. 
Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near. 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear; 
Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way. 
The  prefent  's  ftill  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee  : 
Content  me  with  an  humble  fhade. 
My  pafiions  tam'd,  my  w4ihes  laid  ; 
For,  while  our  willies  wildly  roll. 
We  banifn  quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air. 
And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care- 

VoL.  LVHL  I  Now, 


114  DYER^S     POEMS. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie ; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  fmgs. 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep ; 
While  the  Ihepherd  charms  his  iheep ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly. 
And  with  mufic  fill  the  fky. 
Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts;  be  great  who  will; 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  Ikill  : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door. 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  fearch,  flie  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  care  ! 
Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads. 
On  the  meads,  and  mountain-heads. 
Along  with  Pleafure,  clofe  ally'd. 
Ever  by  each  other's  fide  : 
And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill. 
Hears  the  thrufh,  while  all  is  Hill, 
Withm  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill. 
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RUINS     OF     ROME. 

*'  Afpice  murorum  moles,  prasruptaque  faxa, 
"  Obrutaque  horrent!  veila  theatra  fitu  : 

"  Hasc  funt  Roma.     Viden'  velut  ipfa  cadavera  tant^e 
"  Urbis  adhuc  fpirent  imperiofa  minas  ?'* 

Janus  Vitalis. 

"P  N  O  U  G  H  of  Grongar,  and  the  fliady  dales 

-*--'  Of  winding  Towy,  Merlin's  fabled  haunt 

I  fmg  inglorious.     Now  the  love  of  arts. 

And  what  in  metal  or  in  Hone  remains 

Of  proud  antiquity,  through  various  realms 

And  various  languages  and  ages  fam'd. 

Bears  me  remote,  o'er  Gallia's  woody  bounds. 

O'er  the  cloud-piercing  Alps  remote;  beyond 

The  vale  of  Arno  purpled  with  the  vine. 

Beyond  the  Umbrian  and  Etrufcan  hills. 

To  Latium's  wide  Champain,  forlorn  and  waRe, 

Where  yellow  Tiber  his  negledled  wave 

Mournfully  rolls.     Yet  once  again,  my  Mufe, 

Yet  once  again,  and  foar  a  loftier  flight; 

Lo  the  refilllefs  theme,  imperial  Rome. 

Fall'n,  fall'n,  a  filentheap;  her  heroes  all 
Sunk  in  their  urns;  behold  the  pride  of  pomp. 
The  throne  of  nations  fall'n;  obfctir'd  in  dull; 
Ev'n  yet  majellical:  the  folemn  fcene 
Elates  the  foul,  while  now  the  rifmg  Sun 

I  2  Flame> 
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Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air 
Towering  aloft,  upon  the  glittering  plain, 
Like  broken  rocks,  a  vaft  circumferenee  ; 
Rent  palaces,  cruih'd  columns,  rifled  moles. 
Fanes  roU'd  on  fanes,  and  tombs  on  buried  tombs. 

Deep  lies  in  dull  the  Theban  obelifk 
Immenfe  along  the  wafte ;  minuter  art, 
Gliconian  forms,  or  Phidian,  fubtly  fair, 
O'ervvhelming;  as  th'  immenfe  Leviathan 
The  finny  brood,  when  near  lerne's  fhcre 
Out-liretck'd,  unwieldy,  his  ifland  length  appears 
Above  the  foamy  flood.     Globofe  and  huge, 
Grey-mouldermg  tem.ples  fwell,  and  wide  o'ercaft 
The  folitary  landfcape,  hills  and  woods. 
And  boundlefs  v/Ads ;  while  the  vine-mantled  brows 
The  pendent  goats  unveil,  regardlefs  they 
Of  hourly  peril,  though  the  clifted  domes 
Tremble  to  every  wind.     The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  oraifon  hears 
Aghafl  the  voice  of  time,  difparting  towers. 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  down-dalh'd. 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  Moon ; 
AVhile  murmurs  footh  each  aweful  interval 
Of  ever-falling  waters;  ihrouded  Nile  *, 
Eridanus,  and  Tiber  vvith  his  twins. 
And  palmy  Euphrates ;  they  with  dropping  locks. 
Hang  o'er  their  urns,  and  mournfully  among 
The  plaintive-echoing  ruins  pour  their  llreams. 

*  Fountains  at  Rome  adorned  with  the  ftatues  of  thofe 
rivers. 

Yet 
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Vet  here,  adventurous  in  the  facred  fearch 
Of  ancient  arts,  the  delicate  of  mind. 
Curious  and  modeft,  from  all  climes  reforc. 
Grateful  fociety  1  with  thefe  I  raife 
The  toilfome  rtep  up  the  proud  Palatin, 
Through  fpiry  cyprefs  groves,  and  towering  pine, 
Vv'aving  aloft  o'er  the  big  ruins  brows. 
On  numerous  arches  rear'd  :  and  frec^uent  ftopp'd. 
The  funk  ground  llartles  me  with  dreadful  chafm. 
Breathing  forth  darknefs  from  the  vaft  profound 
Ofin.es  and  halls,  within  the  mountain's  womb. 
Nor  thefe  the  nether  works ;  all  thefe  beneath,. 
And  all  beneath  the  vales  and  hilh  around. 
Extend  the  cavern'd  fewers,  mafTy,  firm. 
As  the  Sibylline  grot  befide  the  dead 
Lake  of  Avernus  ;  fuch  the  fewers  huge. 
Whither  the  great  Tarquinian  genius  dooms 
Each  wave  impure  ;  and  proud  with  added  rains. 
Hark  how  the  mighty  billows  lalh  their  vaults. 
And  thunder ;  how  they  heave  their  rocks  in  vain  I 
Though  now  incelfant  time  has  rolPd  around 
A  thoufand  winters  o'er  the  changeful  world. 
And  yet  a  thoufand  fmce,  th'  indignant  floods 
Roar  loud  in  their  firm  bounds,  and  dafh  and  fwell. 
In  vain  ;  convey'd  to  Tiber's  loweft  wave. 

Hence  over  airy  plains,,  by  cryllal  founts. 
That  weave  their  glittering  waves  v/ith  tuneful  lapfe. 
Among  the  fleeky  pebbles,  agate  clear. 
Cerulean  ophite,  and  tlie  flowery  vein 
Of  orient  jr.foer,  pleas'd  I  -mve  alonp-,.  .^ 

■       '    '  1    ^     ■■"  '      And 
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And  vafes  bofsM,  and  huge  infcriptive  ftones^ 
And  intermingling  vines  ;  and  figur'd  nymphs-. 
Flora's  and  Chloe's  of  delicious  mould, 
Chearing  the  darknefs  ;  and  deep  empty  tombs. 
And  dells,  and  mouldering  Ihrines,  with  old  decay 
Ruftic  and  green,  and  wide-embowering  ihades. 
Shot  from,  the  crooked  clefts  of  nodding  towers, 
A  folemn  wildernefs  !  with  error  fweet, 
I  wind  the  lingering  Hep,  where -e'er  the  path 
Prlazy  conducts  me,  which  the  vulgar  foot 
O'er  fculptures  maim'd  has  made  ;  Anubis,  Sphinx, 
Idols  of  antique  guife,  and  horned  Pan, 
Terriiic,  moni^rous  fhapes  !  prepofterous  Gods, 
Of  Fear  and  Ignorance,  by  the  fculptor's  hand 
Hewn  into  form,  and  worfhipp'd  ;  as  ev'n  now 
Blindly  they  v/orfnip  at  their  breathlefs  mouths  * 
In  varied  appellations  :  men  to  thefe 
(From  deep  to  depth  in  darkening  error  fall'n) 
At  length  afcrib'd  th'  Inapplicable  Nam.e. 
How  doth  it  pleafe  and  fill  the  memory 
With  deeds  of  brave  renown,  while  on  each  hand 
Hiftoric  urns  and  breathing  llatues  rife. 
And  fpeaking  buHs  !   Sweet  Scipio,  Marius  Hern, 
Pompey  fuperb,  the  fpirit-ftirring  form 
Of  Casfar  raptur'd  with  the  charm  of  rule 
And  boundlefs  fame  ;  impatient  for  exploits. 
His  eager  eyes  upcall,  he  foars  in  thought 

*  Several  ftatnes  of  the  Pagan  gods  have  been  converted 
into  images  of  faints. 

Above 
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Above  all  height :  and  his  own  Brutus  fee, 
Defponding  Brutus,  dubious  of  the  right. 
In  evil  days,  of  faith,  of  public  weal. 
Solicitous  and  fad.     Thy  next  regard 
Be  TuUy's  graceful  attitude  j  unprais'd. 
His  out-llretch'd  arm  he  waves,  in  aft  to  fpeak 
Before  the  filent  mafters  of  the  world. 
And  eloquence  arrays  him.     There  behold 
Prepar'd  for  combat  in  the  front  of  war 
The  pious  brothers ;  jealous  Alba  ftands 
In  fearful  expedation  of  the  ftrife. 
And  youthful  Rome  intent :  the  kindred  foes 
Fail  on  each  other's  neck  in  filent  tears  j 
In  Ibrrowful  benevolence  embrace — 
Howe'er,  they  foon  uniheath  the  fiaihing  fword. 
Their  country  calls  to  arms  ;  now  all  in  vain 
The  mother  clafps  the  knee,  and  ev'n  the  fair 
Now  weeps  in  vain  ;  their  country  calls  to  arms. 
Such  virtue  Clelia,  Codes,  Manlius,  rouz'd ; 
Such  v/ere  the  Fabii,  Decii  ;  fo  infpir'd. 
The  Scipios  battled,  and  the  Gracchi  fpoke  : 
So  rofe  the  Roman  ftate.     Me  now,  of  thefe 
Deep-mufmg,  high  ambitious  thoughts  inflame 
Greatly  to  ferve  my  country,  diftant  land. 
And  build  me  virtuous  fame  ;  nor  ihall  the  dui 
Of  thefe  fall'n  piles  with  ihew  of  fad  decay 
Avert  the  good  refolve,  mean  argument. 
The  fate  alone  of  matter. — Now  the  brow 

I  4  We 
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V/e  gain  enraptur'd ;  beauteoufly  diilinft  * 
The  numerous  porticos  and  domes  upfvvell. 
With  obelifks  and  columns  interpos'd. 
And  pine,  and  fir,  and  oak  :  fo  fair  a  fcene 
Sees  not  the  dervife  from  tiie  fpiral  tomb 
Of  ancient  Chammos,  wiiile  his  eye  beholds 
Proud  Memphis'  reliques  o'er  th'  ^Egyptian  plain  -. 
Nor  hoary  hermit  from  Hymettus'  brow. 
Though  graceful  Athens,  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Along  the  vvinmngs  of  the  Mufe's  ftream. 
Lucid  IlyiTus  weeps  her  filent  fchools. 
And  groves,  unvifited  by  bard  or  fage. 
Amid  the  towery  ruins,  huge,  fupreme, 
Th'  enormous  amphitheatre  behold. 
Mountainous  pile  !   o'er  whofe  capacious  womb 
Pours  the  broad  firmament  its  varied  light; 
While  from  the  centj-al  floor  the  feats  afcend 
Round  above  round,  flow -widening  to  the  verge 
A  circuit  vafl:  and  Jiigh ;  nor  lefs  had  held 
Imperial  Rome,  and  her  attendant  realm.s. 
When  drunk  with  rule  flie  will'd  the  fierce  delight. 
And  op 'd  the  gloomy  caverns,  whence  out-rufli'd 
Before:  ik'  innumerable  fliouting  crowd 
The  fiery,  madded,  tyrants  of  the  wilds. 
Lions  and  tigers,  wolves  and  elephants. 
And  defperate  men,  more  fell.     Abhorr'd  intent  1 
By  frequent  converfe  with  familiar  death, 

.  *  From  the  Palatln  hill  one  fees  moft  of  the  remarkable 
antiquities. 

To 
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To  kindle  brutal  daring  apt  for  war; 
To  lock  the  breail,  and  ileal  th'  obdurate  heart 
Amid  the  piercing  cries  of  fore  diftrefs 
Impenetrable. — But  away  thine  eye; 
Behold  yon  Ileepy  cliff;  the  modern  pile 
Perchance  may  now  delight,  while  that,  re\''er'd*' 
In  ancient  days,  the  page  alone  declares. 
Or  narrow  coin  through  dim  ca^rulean  rufl. 
The  fane  was  Jove's,  its  fpacious  golden  roof. 
O'er  thick-furrounding  temples  beaming  wide, 
Appear'd,  as  when  above  the  morning  hills 
Half  the  round  fun  afcends  ;  and  tower'd  aloft, 
Sullain'd  by  columns  huge,  innumerous 
As  cedars  proud  on  Canaan's  verdant  heights 
Darkening  their  idols,  when  Ailarte  lur'd 
Too-profperous  Ifrael  from  his  living  ftrength* 

And  next  regard  yon  venerable  dome. 
Which  virtuous  Latium,  with  erroneous  aim, 
?>.ais'd  to  her  various  deities,  and  nam'd 
Pantheon ;  plain  and  round ;  of  this  our  world 
Majeitic  emblem;  with  peculiar  grace 
Before  its  ample  orb,  projected  llands 
The  many-pillar'd  portal :  nobleil  work 
Of  human  ikill :  here,  curious  archited> 
If  thou  eiTay'ft,  ambitious,  to  furpafs. 
Palladius,  Angelus,  or  Britiih  Jones, 
On  thefe  fair  walls  extend  the  certain  fcale. 
And  turn  th'  inllruftive  compafs :  careful  mark 

*  The  CapitoL 

How 
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How  far  in  hidden  arc,  the  noble  plain 
Extends,  and  where  the  lovely  forms  commence 
Of  flowing  fculpture  :  nor  negled  to  note 
J-^ow  range  the  taper  columns,  and  what  weight 
Their  leafy  brows  fuilain :  fair  Corinth  firil 
Boailed  their  order,  which  Callimachus 
(Reclinirjg  iludious  on  Afopus'  banks 
Beneath  an  urn  of  fome  lamented  nymph) 
Haply  compos'd;  the  urn  with  foliage  curl'd 
Thinly  conceal'd,  the  chapiter  inform'd. 

See  the  tall  obeliiks  from  Memphis  old. 
One  ftone  enormous  each,  or  Thebes  convey 'd; 
Like  Albion's  fpires  they  rufh  into  the  ikies. 
And  there  the  temple,  where  the  fammon'd  ftate  * 
In  deep  of  night  ccnven'd  :  ev'n  yet  methinks 
The  vehement  orator  in  rent  attire 
Perfuafion  pours,  ambition  fmks  her  crell; 
And  lo  the  villain,  like  a  troubled  fea. 
That  toffes  up  her  mire  !  Ever  difguis'd, 
Shall  treafon  walk  ?  fhall  proud  opprefiion  yoke 
The  neck  of  virtue  ?   Lo  the  wretch,  abalh'd, 
Self-betray'd  Catiline  !   O  Liberty, 
Parent  of  happinefs,  celeftial-boni; 
When  the  firft  man  became  a  living  foul. 
His  facred  genius  thou;  be  Britain's  care; 
With  her  fecurc,  prolong  thy  lov'd  retreat; 

*  The  Temple  of  Concord,  where  the  fenatc  met  oq 
Catiline's  CGnfpiracy. 

Thence 
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Thence  blefs  mankind  ;  while  yet  among  her  Tons, 

Ev'n  yet  there  are,  to  ihield  thine  equal  laws, 

Whofe  bofoms  kindle  at  the  facred  names 

Of  Cecil,  Raleigh,  Walfingham,  and  Drake. 

May  others  more  delight  in  tuneful  airs ; 

In  mafque  and  dance  excel ;  to  fculptur'd  ftone 

Give  with  fuperior  ikill  the  living  look ; 

More  pompous  piles  eredl,  or  pencil  foft 

With  Vv'armer  touch  the  vifionary  board : 

But  thou,  thy  nobler  Britons  teach  to  rule  j 

To  check  the  ravage  of  tyrannic  fway  ; 

To  quell  the  proud  i  to  fpread  the  joys  of  peace. 

And  various  blelTrngs  of  ingenious  trade. 

Be  thefe  our  arts ;  and  ever  may  we  guard. 

Ever  defend  thee  with  undaunted  heart. 

Jneftimable  good!  who  giv'ft  us  Truth, 

Whofe  hand  upleads  to  light,  divinell  Truth, 

Array 'd  in  every  charm  :  whofe  hand  benign 

Teaches  unwearied  toil  to  death  the  fields. 

And  on  his  various  fruits  infcribes  the  name 

Of  Property  :  O  nobly  hail'd  of  old 

Ey  thy  majelHc  daughters,  Judah  fair. 

And  Tyrus  and  Sidonia,  lovely  nymphs. 

And  Libya  bright,  and  all-enchanting  Greece, 

Whofe  numerous  towns  and  i/les,  and  peopled  feas^ 

Rejoic'd  around  her  lyre ;  th'  heroic  note 

(Smit  with  fublime  delight)  Aufonia  caught. 

And  plann'd  imperial  Rome.     Thy  hand  benign 

Rear'd  up  her  towery  battlements  in  ftrength ; 

Bent  her  wide  bridges  o'er  the  fwelling  ftream 

Of 
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Of  Tufcan  Tiber ;  thine  thofe  folemn  domes 

Devoted  to  the  voice  of  humbler  prayer; 

And  thine  thofe  piles  *  undeck'd,  capacious,  vafl, 

In  days  of  dearth  where  tender  Charity 

Difpens'd  her  timely  fuccours  to  the  poor. 

Thine  too  thofe  mufically-falling  founts. 

To  flake  the  clammy  lip  ;  adov/n  they  fall, 

Mufical  ever;  while  from  yon  blue  hills. 

Dim  in  the  clouds,  the  radiant  aqueduds 

Turn  their  innumerable  arches  o'er 

The  fpacious  defert,  brightening  in  the  fun,- 

Proud  and  more  proud  in  their  auguft  approach  : 

Hic^h  o'er  irriguous  vales  and  v.oodii  and  towns^ 

Glide  the  foft  whifpering  waters  in  the  wind. 

And  here  united  pour  their  filver  jftreams 

Among  the  figur'd  rocks,  in  murmuring  falls* 

Mufical  ever.     Thefe  thy  beauteous  works: 

And  what  hefide  felicity  could  tell 

Of  human  benefit:  more  late  the  relT: ; 

At  various  times  their  turrets  chanc'd  to  rife^ 

When  impious  tyranny  vouchfaf 'd  to  fmile. 

Behold  by  Tiber's  flood,  where  modern  Rome  f 
Couches  beneath  the  ruins :  there  of  old 
With  arms  and  trophies  gleam'd  the  field  of  Mars  i 
There  to  their  daily  fports  the  noble  youth 
Ruili'd  emulous  ;  to  fling  the  pointed  lance ; 

•  The  public  granaries. 

t  Modern   Rome   ftands    chiefly   on   the   old   Campus 
Martius. 

To 
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To  vault  the  fleed ;  or  with  the  kindling  wheel 

In  dufty  whirlv/inds  fweep  the  trembling  goal ; 

Or  wreftling,  cope  with  adverfe  fwelling  breafts. 

Strong  grappling  arms,  clofe  heads,  and  diftant  feet; 

Or  cbifh  the  lifted  gauntlets :  there  they  form'd 

Their  ardent  virtues :  in  the  boffy  piles. 

The  proud  triumphal  arches ;  all  their  wars. 

Their  conquefts,  honours,  in  the  fculptures  live. 

And  fee  from  every  gate  thofe  ancient  roads. 

With  tombs  high  verg'd,  the  folemn  paths  of  Fame: 

Defcrve  they  not  regard?   O'er  whofe  broad  flints 

Such  crowds  have  roll'd,  fo  many  ftorms  of  war; 

So  many  pomps;  fo  many  wondering  realms: 

Yet  IHll  through  mountains  pierc'd,  o'er  vallies  rais'd. 

In  even  ftate,  to  diilant  feas  around. 

They  ftretch  their  pavements.    Lo,  the  fane  of  Peace, 

Built  by  that  prince,  who  to  the  trult  of  power  * 

Was  honeir,  the  delight  of  human-kind. 

Three  nodding  illes  remain  ;  the  reft  an  heap 

Of  fand  and  weeds;  her  llirines,  her  radiant  roofs. 

And  columns  proud,  that  from  her  fpacious  floor. 

As  from  a  ihining  fea,  majeftic  rofe 

An  hundred  foot  aloft,  like  ftately  beech 

Around  the  brim  of  Dion's  glaffy  lake. 

Charming  the  mimic  painter:  on  the  walls 

Hung  Salem's  facred  fpoils ;  the  golden  board. 

And  golden  trumpets,  now  conceal'd  entomb'd 

By  the  funk  roof.— O'er  which  in  diftant  view 


*  Begun  by  Vefpafian,  and  fmifhed  by  Tituf. 

Th' 
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Th'  Etrufcan  mountains  fwell,  with  ruins  crown'd 
Of  ancient  towns ;  and  blue  S  oracle  fpires. 
Wrapping  his  fides  in  tempefts.     Eaftward  hence. 
Nigh  where  the  Ceftian  pyramid  divides  * 
The  mouldering  wall,  beyond  yon  fabrick  huge, 
Whofe  dull  the  folemn  antiquarian  turns. 
And  thence,  in  broken  fculptures  caft  abroad. 
Like  Sibyl's  leaves,  colleds  the  builder's  name 
Rejoic'd,  and  the  green  medals  frequent  found 
Doom  Caracalla  to  perpetual  fame  : 
The  ftately  pines,  that  fpread  their  branches  wide 
In  the  dun  ruins  of  its  ample  halls,  f 
Appear  but  tufts ;  as  may  whate'er  is  high 
Sink  in  comparifon,  minute  and  vile. 

Thefe,  and  unnumber'd,  yet  their  brows  uplift. 
Rent  of  their  graces;  as  Britannia's  oaks 
On  Merlin's  mount,  or  Snowden's  rugged  fides. 
Stand  in  the  clouds,  their  branches  fcatter'd  round. 
After  the  tempeft;  Maufoleums,  Cirques, 
Naumachios,  Forums ;  Trajan's  column  tall. 
From  whofe  low  bafe  the  fculptures  wind  aloft. 
And  lead  through  various  toils,  up  the  rough  lleep. 
Its  hero  to  the  fkies :  and  his  dark  tower  X 
Whofe  execrable  hand  the  city  fir'd. 
And  while  the  dreadful  conflagration  blaz'd, 

*  The  tomb  of  Celllus,  partly  within  and  partly  without 
the  walls, 
t  The  baths  of  Caracalla,  a  vaft  ruin, 
t  Nero's. 

Play'd 
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Play'd  to  the  flames;  and  Phoebus'  letter'd  dome;  * 

And  the  rough  reliques  of  Carinae's  ftreet. 

Where  now  the  iliepherd  to  his  nibbling  iheep 

Sits  piping  with  his  oaten  reed;  as  erll 

There  pip'd  the  fhepherd  to  his  nibbling  fheep. 

When  th'  humble  roof  Anchifes'  fon  explor'd 

Of  good  Evander,  wealth-defpiling  king. 

Amid  the  thickets:  fo  revolves  the  fcene; 

So  time  ordains,  who  rolls  the  things  of  pride 

From  dull  again  to  dull.     Behold  that  heap 

Of  mouldering  urns  (their  allies  blown  away, 

Duft  of  the  mighty)  the  fame  ilory  tell ; 

And  at  its  bafe,  from  whence  the  ferpent  glides 

Down  the  green  defert  ftreet,  yon  hoary  monk 

Laments  the  fame,  the  vifion  as  he  views. 

The  folitary,  filent,  folemn  fcene. 

Where  C^efars,  heroes,  peafants,  hermits  lie. 

Blended  in  duft  together;  where  the  flave 

Refts  from  his  labours;  where  th'  infulting  proud 

Refigns  his  power;  the  mifer  drops  his  hoard; 

Where  human  folly  fleeps. — There  is  a  mood, 

(1  fing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young) 

There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy. 

That  wings  the  foul,  and  points  her  to  the  ikies  5 

When  tribulation  cloaths  the  child  of  man. 

When  age  defcends  with  forrow  to  the  grave, 

'Tis  fweetly-foothing  fympathy  to  pain, 

A  gently -wakening  call  to  health  and  eafe. 


The  Palatin  library. 
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How  mufical !  when  all-devouring  Time, 

Here  fitting  on  his  throne  of  ruins  hoar. 

While  winds  and  tempefls  fweep  his  various  lyre. 

How  fweet  thy  diapafon.  Melancholy  ! 

Cool  evening  comes ;  the  fetting  fun  difplays 

His  vifible  great  round  between  yon  towers. 

As  through  two  fhady  cliffs;  away,  my  Mufe, 

Though  yet  the  profped  pleafes,  ever  new 

In  vail  variety,  and  yet  delight 

The  many-figur'd  fculptures  of  the  path 

Half  beauteous,  half  eifac'd  ;  the  traveller 

Such  antique  marbles  to  his  native  land 

Oft  hence  conveys ;  and  every  realm  and  ftate 

With  Rome's  auguft  remains,  heroes  and  gods, 

.Deck  their  long  galleries  and  winding  groves ; 

Yet  mifs  we  not  th'  innumerable  thefts. 

Yet  ftill  profufe  of  graces  teems  the  walle. 

Suffice  it  now  th'  Efquilian  mount  to  reach 
With  weary  wing,  and  feek  the  facred  refls 
Of  Maro's  humble  tenement;  a  low 
Plain  wall  remains  -;  a  little  fun-gilt  heap, 
Grotefque  and  wild;  the  gourd  and  olive  brov/n 
Weave  the  light  roof :  the  gourd  and  olive  fan 
Their  amorous  foliage,  mingling  with  the  vine. 
Who  drops  her  purple  clullers  through  the  green. 
Here  let  me  lie,  with  pleafmg  fancy  footh'd  : 
Here  fiow'd  his  fountain  ;  here  his  laurels  grew; 
Here  oft  the  meek  good  man,  the  lofty  bard 
Fram'd  the  celeftial  fong,  or  focial  walk'd 
With  Horace  and  the  ruler  of  the  world : 

Happy 
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Happy  Auguftus  !  who  fo  well  infpir'd 

CouldTt  throw  thy  pomps  and  royalties  afide, 

Attentive  to  the  wife,  the  great  of  foul. 

And  dignify  thy  mind.     Thrice  glorious  days, 

Aufpicious  to  the  Mufes  !   then  rever'd. 

Then  hallow'd  was  the  fount,  or  fecret  fliade. 

Or  open  mountain,  or  whatever  fcene 

The  Poet  chofe,  to  tune  th'  ennobling  rhime 

Melodious  ;  ev'n  the  rugged  fons  of  war, 

Ev'n  the  rude  hinds  rever'd  the  Poet's  name  i 

But  now — another  age,  alas  !  is  ours — 

Yet  will  the  Mufe  a  little  longer  foar, 

Unlefs  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  wing. 

Since  nature's  ftores  are  fhut  with  cruel  hand. 

And  each  aggrieves  his  brother  ;  fmce  in  vain 

The  thirfty  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  afks 

Th'  o'erflowing  wave — Enough — the  plaint  difdain.—- 

See'ft  thou  yon  fane  ?  ev'n  now  inceifant  time  * 
Sweeps  her  low  mouldering  marbles  to  the  dull; 
And  Phcebus'  temple,  nodding  with  its  woods. 
Threatens  huge  ruin  o'er  the  fmall  rotund. 
'Twas  there  beneath  a  fig-tree's  umbrage  broad, 
Th'  aflonifh'd  fwains  with  reverend  awe  beheld 
Thee,  O  Quirinus,  and  thy  brother-twin, 
Preffing  the  teat  within  a  monfter's  grafp 
Sportive;  while  oft  the  gaunt  and  rugged  wolf 
Turn'd  her  ftretch'd  neck  and  form'd  your  tender  limbs; 
So  taught  of  Jove,  ev'n  the  fell  favage  fed 

*  The  temple  of  Romulus  and  Remna  under  Mount 
Palatin. 

Vol.  LVIIL  K  Your 
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Your  flicrcd  infancies,  your  virtues,  toils. 
The  conquclls,  glories,  of  th'  Aufonian  ilatc, 
Wrap'd  in  their  fecret  feeds.     Each  kindred  foul, 
RobulT:  and  ftout,  yc  grapple  to  your  hearts. 
And  little  Rome  appears.     Her  cots  arife. 
Green  twigs  of  ofier  weave  the  llcnder  walls, 
Green  ruHics  fpread  the  roofs  ;  and  here  and  there 
Opens  beneath  the  rock  the  gloomy  cave. 
Elate  with  joy  Etrufcan  Tiber  views 
Her  fpreading  fcenes  enameling  his  waves. 
Her  huts  and  hollow  dells,  and  flocks  and  herds. 
And  gathering  fwains  ;  and  rolls  his  yellow  car 
To  Neptune's  court  with  more  majeftic  train. 

Her  fpeedy  growth  alarm'd  the  ftates  around. 
Jealous  ;  yet,  foon  by  wondrous  virtue  won. 
They  fmk  into  her  bof.,'m.     From  the  plough 
Rofe  her  di*^ators  j  fought,  o'ercame,  return'd. 
Yes,  to  the  plough  return'd,  and  hail'd  their  pecr«  ;. 
For  then  no  private  pomp,  no  houfliold  Hate, 
The  public  only  fvvcU'd  the  generous  breaft. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Fabian  heroes  fung  ? 
Bentatus'  fears,  or  Mutius'  flaming  hand? 
How  ?v4anlius  fav'd  the  capitol  ?  the  choice 
Of  fl:eady  Regulus  ?  As  yet  they  flood. 
Simple  of  life  5  as  yet  feducing  wealth 
Was  uncxplor'd,  and  fiiame  of  poverty 
Yet  unimagin'd— Shine  not  all  the  fields 
With  various  fruitage  ?  murmur  not  the  brooks 
Along  the  flowery  vallies  ?  They,  content, 
Vealled  at  nature's  hand,  indelicate, 

Blithe, 
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Blithe,  in  their  eafy  tafle  ;  and  only  fought 
To  know  their  duties ;  tiiat  their  only  ftrife. 
Their  generous  ftrife,  and  greatly  to  perform. 
They  through  all  fhapes  of  peril  and  of  pain. 
Intent  on  honour,  dar'd  in  thickcft  death 
To  fnatch  the  glorious  deed.     Nor  Trebia  quelPd, 
Nor  Thrafymene,  nor  Cannae's  bloody  field. 
Their  dauntlefs  courage  ;  ftorming  Hannibal 
In  vain  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roll'd. 
The  Thunder  of  the  battle  they  return'd 
Back  on  his  Punick  fliores ;  till  Carthage  fell. 
And  danger  fled  afar.    The  city  gleam'd 
With  precious  fpoils :  alas,  profperity  ! 
Ah,  baneful  ftate  !  yet  ebb'd  not  all  their  ftrength 
In  foft  luxurious  pleafures  ;  proud  defire 
Of  boundlefs  fway,  and  feverifh  thirft  of  gold, 
Rouz'd  then!  again  to  battle.     Beauteous  Greece, 
Torn  from  her  joys,  in  vain  with  languid  arm 
Half  rais'd  her  rufty  fhield  ;  nor  could  avail 
The  fword  of  Dacia,  nor  the  Parthian  dart; 
Nor  yet  the  car  of  that  fam'd  Britifli  chief. 
Which  feven  brave  years  beneath  the  doubtlefi  win^ 
Of  vidlory,  dreadful  roll'd  its  griding  wheels 
Over  the  bloody  war  :  the  Roman  arms 
Triumph'd,  till  Fame  was  filent  to  their  foes^ 
And  now  the  world  unrival'd  they  enjoy'd 
Jn  proud  fecurity  :  the  crefted  helm. 
The  plated  greave  and  corfelet  hung  unbrac'd ; 
Nor  clank'd  their  arms,  the  fpear  and  founding  fhield. 
But  on  the  glittering  trophy  to  the  wind, 

K  z  DiiToIv'd 
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DiiTolv'd  in  eafe  and  foft  delights  they  lie. 
Till  every  fun  annoys,  and  every  wind 
Has  chilling  force,  and  every  rain  oiFends : 
For  now  the  frame  no  more  is  girt  with  Itrength 
Mafculine,  nor  in  luftinefs  of  heart 
Laughs  at  the  winter  ilorm,   and  fummer-beam, 
Superior  to  their  rage  :  enfeebling  vice 
Withers  eacli  nerve,  and  opens  every  pore 
To  pamful  feeling  :  flowery  bowers  they  feek 
(As  sther  prompts,  as  the  fick  fenfe  approves) 
Or  cool  Nymphean  grots ;  or  tepid  baths 
(Taught  by  the  foft  lonians)  they,  along 
The  lawny  vale,  of  every  beauteous  rtone. 
Pile  in  the  rofeat  air  with  fond  expence  : 
Through  filver  channels  glide  the  vagrant  waves. 
And  fall  on  filver  beds  cryfralline  dov/n. 
Melodious  murmuring  ;  while  luxury 
Over  their  naked  limbs  with  wanton  hand. 
Sheds  rofes,  odours,  fheds  unheeded  bane. 

Swift  is  the  flight  of  wealth;  unnumber'd  wants. 
Brood  of  voluptuoufnefs,  cry  out  aloud 
Neceffity,  and  feek  the  fplendid  bribe. 
The  citron  board,  the  bowl  embofs'd  with  gems. 
And  tender  foliage  wildly  wreaih'd  around 
Of  feeming  ivy,  by  that  artful  hand, 
Corinthian  Thericles  ;  whatever  is  known 
Of  rareft  acquifition  ;  Tyrian  garbs, 
Neptunian  Albion's  high  teftaceous  food. 
And  liavour'd  Chian  wines  with  incenfe  fum'd 
To  flake  Patrician  thirft  ;  for  thefe,  their  rights 
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In  the  vile  ftreets  they  proflitute  to  fale ; 

Their  ancient  rights,  their  dignities,  their  laws. 

Their  native  glorious  freedom.     Is  there  none. 

Is  there  no  villain,  that  will  bind  the  neck 

Stretch'd  to  the  yoke ?  they  come;  the  market  throngs. 

Eat  who  has  molt  by  fraud  or  force  amafs'd? 

Who  moft  can  charm  corruption  with  his  doles  f 

He  be  the  monarch  of  the  ftate ;  and  lo  ! 

Didius,  vile  ufurer,  though  the  crowd  he  mounts  *, 

Beneath  his  feet  the  Roman  eagle  cowers, 

i^nd  the  red  arrows  fill  his  grafp  uncouth. 

O  Britons,  O  my  countrymen,  beware  ; 

Gird,  gird  your  hearts ;  the  Romans  once  were  free. 

Were  brave,  were  virtuous. — Tyranny  howe'er 

Deign'd  to  walk  forth  a  while  in  pageant  Hate, 

And  with  licentious  pleafures  fed  the  rout, 

Tiie  thoughtlefs  many  :  to  the  wanton  found 

Of  fifes  and  drums  they  danc'd,  or  in  the  (hade 

Sung  Caefar,  great  and  terrible  in  war. 

Immortal  Cs^far  !  Lo,  a  God,  a  God, 

He  cleaves  tlie  yielding  fides  !   Casfar  meanwhile 

Gathers  the  ocean  pebbles ;  or  the  gnat 

Enrag'd  purfues ;  or  at  his  lonely  meal 

Starves  a  wide  province  ;  taftes,  diflikes,  and  flings 

To  dogs  and  fycophants.     A  God,  a  God  1 

The  flowery  ihades  and  fhrines  obfcene  return. 

But  fee  along  the  North  the  tempefls  Avell 
O'er  the  rough  Alps,  and  darken  all  their  fnows ; 

•  Didius  Julianus,  who  bought  the  empire. 
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Sudden  the  Goth  and. Vandal,  dreaded  names^ 
Rufli  as  the  breach  of  waters,  whelming  all 
Their  domes,  their  villas  ;  down  the  fellive  piles^. 
Down  fall  their  Parian  porches,  gilded  baths. 
And  roll  before  the  ilorm  in  clouds  of  duft. 

Vain  end  of  human  flrength,  of  human  ikill, 
Conqueil,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  pomp> 
And  eafe,  and  luxury  !   O  luxury. 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  flates,. 
What  dreary  cliange,  what  ruin  is  not  thine  f 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  tlie  mind  1 
To  the  foft  entrance  of  thy  rofy  cave 
How  doft  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great ! 
Dreadful  attradion  !  while  behind  thee  gapes 
Th'  unfathomable  gulph  where  Alher  lies 
O'erwhelm'd,  forgotten;  and  high-boafting  Cham  ; 
And  Elam's  haughty  pomp  ;  and  beauteous  Greece 
And  the  great  q^ueen  of  earth,  imperial  Rome^ 
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**  ell,  quaj  prima  fit,  fi  ad  utilitatis  magnitudinem 
"  referas  :  nam  id  praecipue  nos  contra  frigoris  vio- 
*'  lentiam  protegit,  corporibufque  noflris  liberaliora 
"  prcebet  velamina." 
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'Tj^HE  care  of  fheep,  the  labours  of  the  loom, 
-■-     And  arts  of  trade,  I  fmg.     Ye  rural  nymphs. 
Ye  fwains,  and  princely  merchants,  aid  the  verfe. 
And  ye,  high-trufled  guardians  of  our  ifle, 
\¥hom  public  voice  approves,  or  lot  of  birth 
To  the  great  charge  affigns :  ye  good,  of  all 
Degrees,  all  fedts,  be  prefent  to  my  fong. 
So  may  diilrefs,  and  wretchednefs,  and  want. 
The  wide  felicities  of  labour  learn  : 
So  may  the  proud  attempts  of  relllefs  Gaul 
From  our  firong  borders,  like  a  broken  wave, 
in  empty  foam  retire.     But  chiefly  Thou, 
The  people's  ftiepherd,  eminently  plac'd 
Over  the  numerous  fwains  of  every  vale,  . 

With  well-permitted  power,  and  watchful  eye^ 
On  each  gay  field  to  fhed  beneficence, 
Celeflial  oftice  !   Thou  proted  the  fong. 

On  fpacious  airy  downs,  and  gentle  hills. 
With  grafs  and  thyme  o'erfpread,  and  clover  wild. 
Where  fmiling  Phcebus  tempers  every  breeze. 
The  faireft  flocks  rejoice  1  they,  nor  of  halt. 
Hydropic  tumours,  nor  of  rot,  complain ; 
Evils  deform'd  and  foul :  nor  with  hoarfe  cough 
Dillurb  the  mufic  of  the  pailoral  pipe ; 
But,  crouding  to  the  note,  wdth  filence  foft 
The  clofe-woven  carpet  graze ;  where  Nature  blends 
Flowrets  and  herbage  of  minutefl:  fize. 
Innoxious  luxury.     Wide  airy  downs 
Are  Health's  gay  walks  to  Ihepherd  and  to  Iheep. 

All 
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All  arid  foils,  with  fand,  or  chalky  fiint. 
Or  fhells  deluvian  mingled ;  and  the  turf. 
That  mantles  over  rocks  of  brittle  ftone. 
Be  thy  regard:  and  where  low-tufted  broom. 
Or  box,  or  berry'd  juniper  arife; 
Or  the  tall  growth  of  gloliy-rinded  beech  ; 
And  where  the  burrowing  rabbit  turns  the  duft ; 
And  where  the  dappled  deer  delights  to  bound. 

Such  are  the  downs  of  Banftead,  edg'd  with  woodsj. 
And  towery  villas ;  fuch  Dorceftrian  fields, 
Whofe  flocks  innumerous  whiten  all  the  land  : 
Such  thofe  flow- climbing  wilds,  that  lead  the  flep 
Infenflbly  to  Dover's  windy  cliff. 
Tremendous  height !   and  fuch  the  clover'd  lawns- 
And  funny  mounts  of  beauteous  Normanton", 
Health's  chearful  haunt,  and  the  feleded  walk 
Of  Heathcote's  leifure  :  fuch  the  fpacious  plain 
Of  Sarum,  fpread  like  Ocean's  boundlefs  round> 
Where  foiitary  Stonehenge,  grey  with  mofs. 
Ruin  of  ages,  nods  :  fuch  too  the  leas 
And  ruddy  tilth,  which  fpiry  Rofs  beholds. 
From  a  green  liilloc,  o'er  her  lofty  elms ; 
And  Lemlter's  brooky  trad,  and  airy  Croft  f  3^  ' 

And  f.ich  Harleian  Eywood's  f  Avelling  turf, 
Wav'd  as  the  billows  of  a  rolling  fea  ; 

*  A  feat  of  Sir  John  Heathcote  In  Rutlandfhirf , 
t  A  feat  of  Sir  Archer  Croft. 
t  Of  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

And 
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And  Shobden  *,   for  its  lofty  terrace  fam'd. 
Which  from  a  mountain's  ridge,  elate  o'er  woods 
And  girt  with  all  Siluria  f ,  fees  around 
Regions  on  regions  blended  in  the  clouds. 
Pleafant  Siluria,  land  of  various  views. 
Hills,  rivers,  woods,  and  lawns,  and  purple  groves 
Pomaceous,  mingled  with  the  curling  growth 
Of  tendril  hops,  that  flaunt  upon  their  poles. 
More  airy  wild  than  vines  along  the  fides 
Of  treacherous  Falernum  f  ;  or  that  hill 
Yefuvius,  where  the  bowers  of  Bacchus  rofe. 
And  Herculanean  and  Pompeian  domes. 

But  if  thy  prudent  care  would  cultivate 
Leiceftrian  fleeces,  what  the  fmewy  arm 
Combs  through  the  fpiky  ileel  in  lengthen'd  flakes  ; 
Rich  faponaceous  loam,  that  flowly  drinks 
The  blackening  fliower,  and  fattens  with  the  draught. 
Or  marie  with  clay  deep- mix 'd,  be  then  thy  choice. 
Of  one  confiftence,  one  complexion,  fpread 
Through  all  thy  glebe ;  where  no  deceitful  veins 
Of  envious  gravel  lurk  beneath  the  turf. 
To  loofe  the  creeping  waters  from  their  fprings> 
Tainting  the  pafturage  :  and  let  thy  fields 

•  A  feat  of  Lord  Bateman. 

f  Siluria,  the  part  of  England  which  lies  well  of  the 
Severn,  viz.  Herefordfhire,  Monmouthlhlre,  &c. 

:{;  Treacherous  Falernum,  becaufe  pan  of  the  hills  of 
Falernum  was  many  years  ago  overturned  by  an  eruption  of 
fire,  and  is  now  an  high  and  barren  mount  of  cinders,  cal- 
led Monte  Novo. 

la 
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Jn  flopes  defcend  and  mount,  that  chilling  rains 
May  trickle  off,  and  haften  to  the  brooks. 

Yet  Tome  defeft  in  all  on  earth  appears ; 
All  feek  for  help,  all  prefs  for  focial  aid. 
Too  cold  the  grafTy  mantle  of  the  marl. 
In  ftormy  winter's  long  and  dreary  nights. 
For  cumbent  Iheep  ;  from  broken  flumber  oft 
They  rife  benumb'd,  and  vainly  ihift  the  couch; 
Their  wailed  fides  their  evil  plight  declare. 
Hence,  tender  in  his  care,  the  fhepherd  fwain 
Seeks  each  contrivance.     Here  it  would  avail. 
At  a  meet  diilance  from  the  upland  ridge. 
To  fmk  a  trench,  and  on  the  hedge-long  bank 
Sow  frequent  fand,  v/ith  lime,  and  dark  manure; 
Which  to  the  liquid  element  v/ill  yield 
A  porous  way,  a  pafTage  to  the  foe. 
Plough  not  fuch  paftures :  deep  in  fpungy  grafs 
The  oldeil  carpet  is  the  warmefl  lair. 
And  foundeft;  in  new  herbage  coughs  are  heard. 

Nor  love  too  frequent  fhelter ;  fuch  as  decks 
The  vale  of  Severn,  Nature's  garden  wide. 
By  the  blue  fteeps  of  diftant  Malvern  *  vvall'd 
Solemnly  vaft.     The  trees  of  various  ihade. 
Scene  behind  fcene,  with  fair  deluUve  pomp 
Enrich  the  profpeft,  but  they  rob  the  lawns. 
Nor  prickly  bramble,  white  with  woolly  theft. 
Should  tuft  thy  fields.     Applaud  not  the  remifs 
Dimetians  f,  who,  along  their  moffy  dales, 

*  Malvern,  a  high  ridge  of  hills  near  Worccfter, 
t  Dimetia,  Cacrmarthenfhire  in  South  Wales. 
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Confume,  like  grafshoppers,  tihe  fummer  hour ; 

Wliile  round  them  ftubborn  thorns  and  furze  increafe. 

And  creeping  briars.     I  knew  a  careful  fwain. 

Who  gave  them  to  the  crackling  flames,  and  fpread 

Their  dull  faline  upon  the  deepening  grafs ; 

And  oft  with  iabor-llrengthen'd  arm  he  delv'd 

The  draining  trench  acrofs  his  verdant  flopes. 

To  intercept  the  fmall  meandring  rills 

Of  upper  hamlets :  haughty  trees,  that  four 

The  ihaded  grafs,  that  weaken  thorn-fet  mounds. 

And  harbour  villain  crows,  he  rare  allow'd : 

Only  a  flender  tuft  of  ufeful  alh. 

And  mingled  beech  and  elm,  fecurely  tall. 

The  little  fmiling  cottage  warm  embower'd ; 

The  little  fmiling  cottage,  where  at  eve 

He  meets  his  rofy  children  at  the  door. 

Prattling  their  welcomes,  and  his  honeil  wife, 

Vv^lth  good  brown  cake  and  bacon  flice,  intent 

To  cheer  his  hunger  after  labour  hard. 

Nor  only  foil,  there  alfo  muft  be  found 
Felicity  of  clime,  and  afpeft  bland. 
Where  gentle  fheep  may  nourifh  locks  of  price. 
In  vain  the  filkcn  fleece  on  windy  brows. 
And  northern  fiopes  of  cloud-dividing  hills 
Is  fought,  though  foft  Iberia  fpreads  her  lap 
Beneath  their  rugged  feet,  and  names  their  heights 
Bifcaian  or  Segovian.     Bothnic  realms. 
And  dark  Norwegian,  with  their  choice  It  fields. 
Dingles,  and  dells,  by  lofty  fir  embower'd. 
In  vain  the  bleaters  court.     Alike  they  fliun 

Libya's 
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Libya's  hot  plains:  what  tafle  have  they  for  groves 
Of  pahn,  or  yellow  duft  of  gold  ?  no  more 
Food  to  the  flock,  than  to  the  mifer  wealth. 
Who  kneels  upon  the  glittering  heap,  and  ilarves, 
Ev'n  Gallic  Abbeville  the  Ihining  fleece. 
That  richly  decorates  her  loom,  acquires 
Bafely  from  Albion,  by  th'  enfnaring  bribe. 
The  bait  of  avarice,  which,  with  felon  fraud. 
For  its  own  wanton  mouth,  from  thoufands  fteals. 

How  erring  oft  the  judgment  in  its  hate. 
Or  fond  defire  !   Thofe  flow-defcending  ihowers, 
Thofe  hovering  fogs,  that  bathe  our  growing  vales 
In  deep  November  (loath'd  by  trifling  Gaul, 
Effeminate),  are  gifts  the  Pleiads  flied, 
Britannia's  handmaids.     As  the  beverao-e  falls. 
Her  hills  rejoice,  her  valleys  laugh  and  flng. 

Hail,  noble  Albion;  where  no  golden  mines. 
No  foft  perfumes,  nor  oils,  nor  myrtle  bowers. 
The  vigorous  frame  and  lofty  heart  of  man 
Enervate  :  round  whofe  ftern  cerulean  brows 
White-winged  fnow,  and  cloud,  and  pearly  rain. 
Frequent  attend,  with  folemn  majefty : 
Rich  Queen  of  Mifts  and  Vapours  !  Thefe  thy  fons 
With  their  cool  arms  comprefs ;  and  twill  their  nerves 
For  deeds  of  excellence  and  high  renown. 
Thus    form'd,    our    Edwards^    Henrys,    Churchills, 

Blakes,     ^ 
Our  Lockes,  our  Newtons,  and  our  Miltons,  rofe. 

See  the  fun  gleams ;  the  living  paftures  rife. 
After  the  nurture  of  the  fallen  fliower. 

How 
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How  beautiful !  how  blue  th'  ethereal  vault. 

How  verdurous  the  lawns,  how  clear  the  brooks  1 

Such  noble  warlike  Heeds,  fuch  herds  of  kine. 

So  ileek,  fo  vaft  ;  fuch  fpacious  flocks  of  flieep, 

Like  flakes  of  gold  illumining  the  green. 

What  other  paradife  adorn  but  thine, 

Britannia  ?  happy,  if  thy  fons  would  know 

Their  happinefs.     To  thefe  thy  naval  ftreams. 

Thy  frequent  towns  fuperb  of  bufy  trade. 

And  ports  magnific  add,  and  fl:ately  fhips, 

Innumerous.     But  whither  flirays  my  Mufe  ? 

Pleas'd,  like  a  traveller  upon  the  ftrand 

Arriv'd  of  bright  Augufta :  wild  he  roves. 

From  deck  to  deck,  through  groves  immenfe  of  malls; 

'Mong  crouds,  bales,  cars,  the  wealth  of  either  Ind; 

Through  wharfs,  and  fquares,  and  palaces,  and  domes. 

In  fweet  furprize  ;  unable  yet  to  fix 

His  raptur'd  mind,  or  fcan  in  order'd  courfe 

Each  objeft  fmgly  ;  with  difcoveries  new 

His  native  country  fl:udious  to  enrich. 

Ye  fliepherds,  if  your  labours  hope  fuccefs. 
Be  firll:  your  purpofe  to  procure  a  breed. 
To  foil  and  clime  adapted.     Every  foil 
And  clime,  ev'n  every  tree  and  herb,  receives 
Its  habitant  peculiar:  each  to  each, 
The  Great  Inviflble,  and  each  to  all. 
Through  earth,  and  fea,  and  air,  harmonious  fuits. 
Tempeftuous  regions,  Darwent's  *  naked  peaks, 

*  Darwent's  naked  peaks,  the  peaks  of  Derbyfhlre. 

Snowden 
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Snowdon  *  and  blue  Plynlymmon  *,  and  the  wide 
Aerial  fides  of  Cader-yddris  *  huge  ; 
Thefe  are  beftow'd  on  goat-horn'd  Iheep,  of  fleece 
Hairy  and  coarfe,  of  long  and  nimble  Ihank, 
Who  rove  o'er  bog  or  heath,  and  graze  or  brouze 
Alternate,  to  coUeft,  with  due  difpatch. 
O'er  the  bleak  wild,  the  thinly-fcatter'd  meal. 
But  hills  of  milder  air,  that  gently  rife 
O'er  dewy  dales,  a  fairer  fpecies  boafl. 
Of  fhorter  limb,  and  frontlet  more  ornate  ; 
Such  the  Silurian.     If  thy  farm  extends 
Near  Cotfvvold  downs,  or  the  delicious  groves 
Of  Symmonds,  honour'd  through  the  fandy  foU. 
Of  elmy  Rofs  f ,  or  Devon's  myrtle  vales. 
That  drink  clear  rivers  near  the  glaffy  fea ; 
Regard  this  fort,  and  hence  thy  fire  of  lambs 
Seleft:  his  tawny  fleece  in  ringlets  curls; 
Long,  fwings  his  flender  tail ;  his  front  is  fenc'd 
With  horns  Ammonian,  circulating  twice 
Around  each  open  ear,  like  thofe  fair  fcroUs 
That  grace  the  columns  of  th'  Ionic  dome. 

Yet  fhould  thy  fertile  glebe  be  marly  clay. 
Like  Melton  paftures,  or  Tripontian  fields  J, 
Where  ever-gliding  Avon's  limpid  wave 
Thwarts  the  long  courfe  of  dufty  Watling-flreet ; 

*  Snowdon,  Plynlymmon,  and  Cader-yddris,  high  hills 
in  North  Wales. 

f  A  town  in  Hereford/hire. 

"j^  Tripontian  fields,  the  country  between  Rugby,  in 
Warwlcklhire,  and  Lutterworth,  in  Lelcefterlhire. 
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That  larger  fort^  of  head  defencelefs,  feek, 

Whofe  fleece  is  deep  and  clammy,  clofe  and  plain : 

The  ram  Tnort-limb'd,  whofe  form  compaifl  defcribes 

One  level  line  along  his  fpacious  back  ; 

Of  full  and  ruddy  eye,  large  ears,  flretch'd  head, 

Noftrils  dilated,  bread  and  fnoulders  broad. 

And  fpacious  haunches,  and  a  lofty  dock. 

Thus  to  their  kindred  foil  and  air  induc'd. 
Thy  thriving  herd  will  blefs  thy  fkilfal  care. 
That  copies  Nature  :  who,  in  every  change. 
In  each  variety,  with  Wifdom  works. 
And  powers  diverlify'd  of  air  and  foil. 
Her  rich  materials.     Hence  Sab^a's  rocks, 
Chaldasa's  marl,  jfEgyptus'  water'd  loam. 
And  dry  Gyrene's  fand,  in  climes  alike. 
With  diiFerent  ftores  fupply  the  marts  of  trade. 
Hence  Zembla's  icy  trads  no  bleaters  hear ; 
Small  are  the  Ruffian  herds,  and  harfh  theii-  fleece  ; 
Of  light  efteem  Germanic,  far  remote 
From  foft  fea-breezes,  open  N'vinters  mild. 
And  fummers  bath'd  in  dew  :  on  Syrian  fheep 
The  coilly  burden  only  loads  their  tails  : 
Ko  locks  Cormandel's,  none  Malacca's  tribe 
Adorn  ;  but  fleek  of  flix,  and  brown  like  deer. 
Fearful  and  fhepherdlefs,  they  bound  along 
The  fands.     No  fleeces  wave  in  torrid  climes. 
Which  verdure  boaft  of  trees  and  Ihrubs  alone. 
Shrubs  aromatic,  caufee  wild,  or  thea. 
Nutmeg,  or  cinnamon,  or  f.ery  clove. 
Unapt  to  feed  the  fleece.    The  food  of  wool 

Is 
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Is  grafs  or  herbage  foft,  that  ever  blooms 
In  temperate  air,  in  the  delicious  downs 
Of  Albion,  on  the  banks  of  all  her  ftreams. 
Of  grades  are  unnumber'd  kinds,  and  ail 
(Save  where  foul  waters  linger  on  the  turf) 
Salubrious.     Early  mark,  when  tepid  gleams 
Oft  mingle  with  the  pearls  of  fummer  fhowers. 
And  fwell  too  haftily  the  tender  plains  : 
Then  fnatch  away  thy  iheep  ;  beware  the  rot ; 
And  with  deterfive  bay-falt  rub  their  mouths ; 
Or  urge  them  on  a  barren  bank  to  feed. 
In  Hunger's  kind  diilrefs,  on  tedded  hay  ; 
Or  to  the  marifli  guide  their  eafy  freps. 
If  near  thy  tufted  crofts  the  broad  fea  fpreadsv 
Sagacious  care  foreads  :  when  ftrong  difeafe 
breaks  in,  and  ilains  the  purple  ilreams  of  health, 
Hard  is  the  ftrife  of  art :  the  coughing  pelV 
From  their  green  pailure  fweeps  whole  flocks  away 

That  dire  diitemper  fometimes  may  the  fwainj 
Though  late,  difcern  ;  when  on  the  lifted  lid. 
Or  vifual  orb,  the  turgid  veins  are  pale ; 
The  fwelling  liver  then  her  putrid  llore 
Begins  to  drink  :  ev'n  yet  thy  fkill  exert. 
Nor  fuifer  v/eak  defpair  to  fold  thy  arms ; 
Again  deterfive  fait  apply,  or  fhed 
The  hoary  medicine  o'er  their  arid  food. 

In  cold  ftiff  foils  the  bleaters  oft  complain 
Of  gouty  ails,  by  ftiepherds  term'd  the  halt.: 
Thofe  let  the  neighbouring  fold  or  ready  crook 
Detain  ;  and  pour  into  their  cloven  feet 
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Corrofive  drugs,  deep-fearching  arfenic. 

Dry  alum,  verdigrife,  or  vitriol  keen. 

But  if  the  doubtful  mifchief  fcarce  appears, 

'Twill  ferve  to  lliift  them  to  a  dryer  turf. 

And  fait  again  :  th'  utility  of  fait 

Teach  thy  flow  fwains  :  redundant  humours  cold 

Are  the  difeafes  of  the  bleating  kind. 

Th'  infectious  fcab,  arifmg  from  extremes 
Of  want  or  furfeit,  is  by  water  cur'd 
Of  lime,  or  fodden  ftave-acre,  or  oil 
Difperfive  of  Norwegian  tar,  renown'd 
By  virtuous  Berkeley,  whofe  benevolence 
Explor'd  its  powers,  and  eafy  medicine  thence 
Sought  for  the  poor  :  ye  poor,  with  grateful  voice. 
Invoke  eternal  bleflings  on  his  head. 

Sheep  alfo  pleurifies  and  droplies  know, 
Driv'n  oft  from  Nature's  path  by  artful  man, 
V/ho  blindly  turns  afide,  v>/ith  haughty  hand. 
Whom  facred  Infiinft  would  fecurely  lead. 
But  thou,  more  humble  fwain,  thy  rural  gates 
Frequent  unbar,  and  let  thy  flocks  abroad. 
From  lea  to  croft,  from  mead  to  arid  field ; 
Noting  the  fickle  feafons  of  the  fky. 
Rain-fated  pafiures  let  them  fhun,  and  feek 
Changes  of  herbage  and  falubrious  flowers. 
By  their  AU-perfecl  Mailer  inV  taught. 
They  beft  their  food  and  phyflc  can  difcern ; 
For  He,  Supreme  Exiftence,  ever  near. 
Informs  them.     O'er  the  vivid  green  obferve 
With  what  a  regular  confent  they  crop. 

At 
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At  every  fourth  colledion  to  the  mouth, 
Unfavory  crow-fiower  j  whether  to  awake 
Languor  of  appetite  with  lively  change. 
Or  timely  to  repel  approaching  ills. 
Hard  to  determine.     Thou,  whom  nature  lovesy 
And  with  her  falutary  rules  entrurts,^ 
Benevolent  Mackenzie  *,  fay  the  caufe. 
This  truth  hovve'er  ihines  bright  to  human  fenfe; 
Each  ftrong  afFedion  of  th'  unconfcious  brute. 
Each  bent,  each  paflion  of  the  fmalleft  mite. 
Is  wifely  given ;  harmonious  they  perform 
Tne  vvork  of  perfeft  reafon  (bluili,  vain  man  !) 
And  turn  the  wheels  of  nature's  vait  machine. 

See  that  thy  fcrip  have  ftore  of  healing  tar. 
And  marking  pitch  and  raddle  ;  nor  forget 
rhy  fneers  true  pointed,  nor  th'  officious  dog^ 
Faithful  to  teach  thy  ftragglers  to  return  : 
So  may 'ft  tiiou  aid  v.^ho  lag  along,  or  fteal 
Afide  into  the  furrows  or  the  ihades,. 
Silent  to  droop  ;  or  who,  at  every  gate 
Or  hillock,  rub  their  fores  and  loofen'd  wooL 
But  rather  thefe,  the  feeble  of  thy  flock, 
Baniih  before  th'  autumnal  months  :  ev'n  age 
Forbear  too  much  to  favour ;  oft  renew. 
And  through  thy  fold  1st  joyous  youth  appear.- 

Beware  the  feafon  of  imperial  love. 
Who  through  the  world  his  ardent  fpirit  pours; 

*  Dr.  Mackenzie,  late  of  Worcefter,  now  of  Drumfugli, 
near  Edinburgh, 

L  3  Ev*ft 
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Ev'n  fheep  are  then  intrepid  :  tfie  proud  ram 
With  jealous  eye  furveys  the  fpacious  field  ; 
All  rivals  keep  aloof,  or  defperate  war 
Suddenly  rages ;  with  impetuous  force. 
And  fury  irrefiftible,  they  da{h 
Their  hardy  frontlets ;  the  wide  vale  refounds  f 
The  flock  amaz'd  ftands  fafe  afar ;  and  oft 
Each  to  the  other's  might  a  viftim  falls : 
As  fell  of  old,  before  that  engine's  fway. 
Which  hence  ambition  imitative  wrought. 
The  beauteous  towers  of  Salem  to  the  duft. 
Wife  cuftom,  at  the  fifth  or  fixth  return. 
Or  ere  they  'ave  pall  the  twelfth  of  orient  morn;, 
Cafcrates  the  lambkins  ;  necefiary  rite. 
Ere  they  be  numbered  of  the  peaceful  herd. 
But  kindly  watch  whom  thy  fharp  hand  has  griev'd. 
In  thofe  rough  months,  that  lift  the  turning  year  : 
Not  tedious  is  the  ofHce  ;  to  thy  aid 
Favonius  haftens ;  foon  their  wounds  he  heals. 
And  leads  them  Skipping  to  the  flowers  of  May  j 
May,  who  allows  to  fold,  if  poor  the  tilth. 
Like  that  of  dreary,  houfelefs,  com.mon  fields. 
Worn  by  the  plough :  but  fold  on  fallows  dry. 
Enfeeble  not  thy  flock  to  £eeS.  thy  land  : 
Nor  in  too  narrow  bounds  the  prifoners  croud ; 
Nor  ope  the  wattled  fence,  while  balmy  morn 
Lies  on  the  reeking  pafture  ;  wait  till  all 
The  cry  Hal  dews,  impearl'd  upon  the  grafs. 
Are  touch'd  by  Phoebus'  beams,  and  mount  aloft, 
Yv'ith  various  clouds  to  paint  the  azure  fky. 

In 
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In  teizing  fly-time,  dank,  or  frolly  daySj 
With  unduous  liquids,  or  the  lees  of  oil. 
Rub  their  foft  fkins,  between  the  parted  locks ; 
Thus  the  Brigantes  *  ;  'tis  not  idle  pains : 
Nor  is  that  ikill  defpis'd,  which  trims  their  tails. 
Ere  fummer  heats,  of  filth  and  tagged  wool. 
Coolnefs  and  cleanlinefs  to  health  conduce. 

To  mend  thy  mounds,  to  trench,  to  clear,  to  foii 
Thy  grateful  fields,  to  medicate  thy  iheep. 
Hurdles  to  weave>  and  chearly  ihelters  raife. 
Thy  vacant  hours  require  :  and  ever  learn 
Quick  aether's  motion  ;  oft  the  fcene  is  turn'd  j 
Now  the  blue  vault,  and  now  the  murky  cloud. 
Hail,  rain,  or  radiance  j  thefe  the  moon  will  tell,. 
Each  bird  and  beail,  and  thefe  thy  fleecy  tribe  : 
When  high  the  fapphire  cope,  fupine  they  couch. 
And  chew  the  cud  delighted ;  but,  ere  rain,. 
Eager,  and  at  unwonted  hour,,  they  feed^ 
Slight  not  the  warnings  foon  the  tempeft  rolls,. 
Scattering  them  wide,  clofe  rufhing  at  the  heels. 
Of  th'  hurr}'-ing  o'ertaken  fwains :  forbear 
Such  nights  to  fold;  fuch  nights  be  theirs  to  Ihift 
On  ridge  or  hillock ;  or  in  homefleads  foft. 
Or  fofter  cotes,  detain  them.     Is  thy  lot 
A  chill  penurious  turf,  to  all  thy  toils 
Untraftable  ?  Before  harfli  winter  drowns 
The  noify  dykes,^  and  Harves  the  ruihy  glebe^. 
Shift  the  frail  breed  to  fandy  hamlets  warm  : 

*  The  Inhabitant?  of  Yorkfliirc 

L  ±  Ther.- 
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There  let  them  fojourn,  till  gay  Procne  fkims 

The  thickening  verdure,  and  the  rifmg  flowers. 

And  wliile  departing  autumn  all  embrowns 

The  frequent-bitten  fields ;  while  thy  free  hand 

Divides  the  tedded  hay  ;  then  be  their  feet 

Accuflom'd  to  the  barriers  of  the  rick. 

Or  fome  warm  um.brage  ;  lefl,  in  erring  fright, 

V/hen  the  broad  dazzling  fnows  defcend,  they  run- 

Diipers'd  to  ditches,  where  the  fwelling  drift 

Wide  overwhelms :  anxious,  the  Ihepherd  fwains 

Iflue  with  axe  and  fpade,  and,  all  abroad. 

In  doubtful  aim  explore  the  glaring  walle  ; 

And  fome,  percbiince,  in  the  deep  delve  upraife. 

Drooping,  ev'n  at  the  twelfth  cold  dreary  day, 

Vv^'ith  ftill  continued  feeble  pulfe  of  life ; 

The  glebe,  their  fleece,  their  flefli,  by  hunger  gnaw'd,. 

Ah,  gentle  fliepherd,  thine  the  lot  to  tend. 
Of  all,  that  feel  diftrefs,  the  mofl:  afl:aird. 
Feeble,  defencelefs :  lenient  be  thy  care  : 
But  fpread  around  thy  tenderell  diligence 
In  flowery  fpring-time,  when  the  new-dropt  lamb. 
Tottering  with  vveaknefs  by  his  mother's  fide. 
Feels  the  frelh  world  about  him  ;  and  each  thorn. 
Hillock,  or  furrow,  trips  his  feeble  feet : 
O,  guard  his  meek  fweet  innocence  from  all 
Th'  innumerous  ills  that  rufli  around  his  life ; 
Mark  the  quick  kite,  with  beak  and  talons  prone. 
Circling  the  fkies  to  fnatch  him  from  the  plain  ; 
Obfcrve  the  Icrking  crows  ;  beware  the  brake. 
There  the  fly  fox  the  carelsfs  iixinute  waits ; 

Nor 
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Nor  truil  thy  neighbour's  dog,  nor  earth,  nor  fky : 

Thy  bofom  to  a  thoufand  cares  divide. 

Eurus  oft  flings  his  hail;  the  tardy  fields 

Pay  not  their  promis'd  food;  and  oft  the  dam 

O'er  her  weak  twins  with  empty  udder  mourns^ 

Or  fails  to  guard,  when  the  bold  bird  of  prey 

Alights,  and  hops  in  many  turns  around. 

And  tires  her  alfo  turning  :  to  her  aid 

Be  nimble,  and  the  weakeft,  in  thine  arms. 

Gently  convey  to  the  warm  cote,  and  oft. 

Between  the  lark's  note  and  the  nightingale 's^, 

His  hurfgry  bleating  ftill  with  tepid  milk ; 

In  this  foft  office  may  thy  children  join. 

And  charitable  habits  learn  in  fport : 

Nor  yield  him  to  himfelf,  ere  vernal  airs 

Sprinkle  thy  little  croft  with  daify  flowers*. 

Nor  yet  forget  him :  life  has  riflng  ills : 

Variou:}  as  aether  is  the  paftoral  care ; 

Through  flow  experience,  by  a  patient  breafl. 

The  v/hole  long  lellon  gradual  is  attain'd. 

By  precept  after  precept,  oft  receiv'd 

With  deep  attention:  fuch  as  Nuceus  *  fmgs 

To  the  full  vale  near  Soare's  f  enamour'd  brook,. 

While  all  is  filence :  fweet  Hincklean  fwain  I 

Whom  rude  obfcurity  feverely  clafps : 

The  Mufe,  howe'er,  will  deck  thy  fimple  cell 

With  purple  violets  and  primrofe  flowers, 

Well-pleas'd  thy  faithful  leflTons  to  repay. 

*  Mr.  Jofeph  Nutt,  an  eminent  apothecary  at  Hinckley  j 
of  whom  fee  the  hiftory  of  that  time,  p,  187. 
t  Spare  a  river  in  Leicefterihire. 

Sheep 
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Sheep  no  extremes  can  bear :  both  heat  and  cold 
Spread  fores  cutaneous ;  but,  more  frequent,  heat ; 
The  fly-blown  vermin,  from  their  woolly  nell, 
Prefs  to  the  tortur'd  fkin,  and  flefh,  and  bone. 
In  littlenefs  and  number  dreadful  foes. 
Long  rains  in  miry  winter  caufe  the  halt; 
Rainy  luxuriant  fummers  rot  your  flock; 
And  all  excefs,  ev'n  of  falubrious  food. 
As  fure  deflroy?,  as  famine  or  the  wolf. 
Inferior  theirs  to  man's  world-roving  frame. 
Which  all  extremes  in  every  zone  endures. 

With  grateful  heart,  ye  Britifli  fv/ains,  enjoy 
Your  gentle  feafons  and  indulgent  clime. 
Lo,  in  the  fprinlding  clouds,  your  bleating  hilla 
Rejoice  with  herbage,  while  the  horrid  rage 
Of  winter  irrefiilible  o'erwhelms 
Th'  Hyperborean  tradls :  his  arrowy  frolls. 
That  pierce  through  flinty  rocks,  the  Lappian  flies ; 
And  burrows  deep  beneath  the  fnowy  world; 
A  drear  abode,  from  rofe-diffufmg  hours. 
That  dance  before  the  wheels  of  radiant  day. 
Far,  far  remote  ;  where,  by  the  fqualid  light 
Of  foetid  oil  inflam'd,  fea-monller's  fpume. 
Or  iir-wood,  glaring  in  the  weeping  vault. 
Twice  three  flow  gloomy  months,  with  various  ilk 
Sullen  he  llruggles;  fuch  the  love  of  life  ! 
His  lank  and  fcanty  herds  around  him  prefs. 
As,  hunger- flung,  to  gritty  meal  he  grinds 
The  bones  of  fifh,  or  inward  bark  of  trees. 
Their  common  fuftenance*    While  ye,  O  fwahis, 

Ye^ 
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Ye,  happy  at  your  eafe,  behold  your  fheep 

Feed  on  the  open  turf,  or  croud  the  tilth. 

Where,  thick  among  the  greens,  with  bufy  mouth:. 

They  fcoop  whiite  turnips  :  little  care  is  yours  5 

Only,  at  morning  hour,  to  interpofe 

Dry  food  of  oats,  or  hay,  or  brittle  llraw. 

The  watery  juices  of  the  bofTy  root 

Abforbing  :  or  from  noxious  air  to  fcreen 

Your  heavy  teeming  ewes,  with  wattled  fence 

Of  furze  or  copfe-wood,  in  the  lofty  field. 

Which  bleak  afcends  among  the  whiflling  winds. 

Or,  if  your  fheep  are  of  Silurian  breed. 

Nightly  to  houfe  them  dry  on  fern  or  firaw, 

Silkening  their  fleeces.     Ye,  nor  rolling  hut. 

Nor  watchful  dog,  require ;  where  never  roar 

Of  favage  tears  the  air,  where  carelefs  night 

In  balmy  deep  lies  lull'd,  and  only  v/akes 

To  plenteous  peace.     Alas !  o'er  warmer  zones 

Wild  terror  ftrides :  their  Hubborn  rocks  are  rent ; 

Their  mountains  fmk ;  their  yawning  caverns  fiam^  ^ 

And  fiery  torrents  roll  impetuous  down. 

Proud  cities  deluging ;  Pompeian  towers,. 

And  Herculanean,  and  what  riotous  Itcod 

la  Syrian  valley,  where  nov/  the  Dead  Sea 

'Mong  folitary  hills  infeftious  lies. 

See  the  fwift  furies,  famine,  plague,  and  war,. 
In  frequent  thunders  rage  o'er  neiglibouring  realms. 
And  fpread  their  plains  with  defolation  wide  : 
Yet  your  mild  homefleads,  ever-bloming  fmile 
Among  embracing  woods ;  and  waft  on  high 

The 
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The  breath  of  plenty,  from  the  ruddy  tops 
Of  chimneys,  curling  o'er  the  gloomy  trees. 
In  airy  azure  ringlets,  to  the  fky. 
Nor  ye  by  need  are  urg'd,  as  Attic  fwains. 
And  Tarentine,  with  fkins  to  cloath  your  fheep; 
Expenfive  toil  j  hovve'er  expedient  found 
In  fervid  climates,  while  from  Phoebus'  beams 
They  fled  to  rugged  woods  and  tangling  brakes,. 
But  thofe  expenfive  toils  are  now  no  more. 
Proud  tyranny  devours  their  flocks  and  herds : 
Nor  bleat  of  flieep  may  now,  nor  found  of  pipe,. 
Sooth  the  fad  plains  of  once  fvveet  Arcady, 
The  fliepherds'  kingdom  :  dreary  folitude 
Spreads  o'er  Hymettus,  and  the  fliaggy  vale 
Of  Athens,  which,  in  folemn  filence,  flieds 
Her  venerable  ruins  to  the  dull. 

The  weary  Arabs  roam  from  plain  to  plain,. 
Guiding  the  languid  herd  in  queft  of  food; 
And  fliift  their  little  home's  uncertain  fcene 
With  frequent  farewell :  firangers,  pilgrims  all,.. 
As  were  their  fathers.     No  fweet  fall  of  rain 
May  there  be  heard ;  nor  Aveeter  liquid  lapfe 
Of  river,  o'er  the  pebbles  gliding  by 
In  murmurs :  goaded  by  the  rage  of  thirfl:. 
Daily  they  journey  to  the  diilant  clefts 
Of  craggy  rocks,  v/here  gloomy  palms  overhang. 
The  ancient  wells,  deep  funk  by  toil  immenfe. 
Toil  of  the  patriarchs,  with  fublime  intent 
Themfelves  and  long  pofterity  to  ferve. 
Therej  at  the  public  hour  of  fultry  noon. 

They 
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They  Ihare  the  beverage,  when  to  watering  come. 

And  grateful  umbrage,  all  the  tribes  around. 

And  their  lean  flocks,  whofe  various  bleatings  fill 

The  echoing  caverns :  then  is  abfent  none. 

Fair  nymph  or  fnepherd,  each  infpiring  each 

To  wit,  and  fong,  and  dance,  and  aftive  feats ; 

In  the  fame  ruftic  fcene,  where  Jacob  won 

Fair  Rachael's  bofom,  when  a  rock's  vaft  weight 

From  the  deep  dark-mouth'd  well  his  ilrength  remov'd. 

And  to  her  circling  fheep  refrefliment  gave. 

Such  are  the  perils,  fuch  the  toils  of  life. 
In  foreign  climes.     But  fpeed  thy  flight,  my  Mufe; 
Swift  turns  the  year;  and  our  unnumber'd  flocks 
On  fleeces  overgrown  uneafy  lie. 

Now,  jolly  fwains,  the  harvefl:  of  your  cares 
Prepare  to  reap,  and  feek  the  founding  caves 
Of  high  Brigantium  *,  where,  by  ruddy  flames, 
Vulcan's  llrong  fons,  with  nervous  arm,  around 
The  fteady  anvil  and  the  glaring  mafs. 
Clatter  their  heavy  hammers  down  by  turns. 
Flattening  the  fl:eel ;  from  their  rough  hands  receive 
The  fliarpen'd  inftrument,  that  from  the  flock 
Severs  the  fleece.     If  verdant  elder  fpreads 
Her  filver  flowers ;  if  humble  daifies  yield 
To  yellow  crow-foot,  and  luxuriant  grafs. 
Gay  fliearing-time  approaches.     Firil,  howe'er, 

*  The  caves  of  Brigantium — the  forges  of  Sheffield,  In 
Yorkfhire,  where  the  Ihepherds  fhears  and  all  edge-tools  are 
maade, 

X)rlve 
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Drive  to  the  double  fold,  upon  the  brim 

Of  a  clear  river,  gently  drive  the  flock. 

And  plunge  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood: 

Plung'd  in  the  flood,  not  long  the  ftruggler  fmks. 

With  his  white  flakes,  that  gliflen  through  the  tide ; 

The  fliurdy  ruftic,  in  the  middle  wave. 

Awaits  to  feize  him  rinng;  one  arm  bears 

His  lifted  head  above  the  limpid  iiream. 

While  the  full  clammy  fleece  the  other  laves 

Around,  laborious,  vrith  repeated  toil; 

And  then  reflgns  him  to  the  funny  bank. 

Where,  bleating  loud,  he  fliakes  his  dripping  locks. 

Shear  them  the  fourth  or  fifth  return  of  morn, 
Lefl:  touch  of  bufy  fly-blows  wound  their  fkin: 
Thy  peaceful  fubjects  without  murmur  yield 
Their  yearly  tribute :  'tis  the  prudent  part 
To  cherifh  and  be  gentle,  while  ye  ftrip 
The  downy  vefture  from  their  tender  fides. 
Prefs  not  too  clofe;  with  caution  turn  the  points; 
And  from  the  head  in  regular  rounds  proceed: 
But  fpeedy,  when  ye  chance  to  wound,  with  tar 
Prevent  the  wingy  fwarm  and  fcorching  heat; 
And  careful  houfe  them,  if  the  lowering  clouds 
Mingle  their  ftores  tumultuous :  through  the  gloom 
Then  thunder  oft  with  ponderous  wheels  rolls  loud. 
And  breaks  the  cryftal  urns  of  heaven :  adown 
Falls  llreaming  rain.     Sometimes  among  the  fteeps 
Of  Cambrian  glades  (pity  the  Cambrian  glades) 
Fad  tumbling  brooks  on  brooks  enormous  fwell. 
And  fudden  overwhelm  their  vanilh'd  fields : 

Down 
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Down  with  the  flood  away  the  naked  fheep. 
Bleating  in  vain,  are  borne,  and  ftraw-built  huts. 
And  rifted  trees,  and  heavy  enormous  rocks, 
Doun  with  the  rapid  torrent  to  the  deep. 

At  ihearing-time,  along  the  lively  vales. 
Rural  feftivities  are  often  heard : 
Beneath  each  blooming  arbor  all  is  joy 
And  ludy  merriment :  while  on  the  grafs 
The  mingled  youth  in  gaudy  circles  fport. 
We  think  the  golden  age  again  return'd. 
And  all  the  fabled  Oryades  in  dance. 
Leering  they  bound  along,  with  laughing  air. 
To  the  fhrili  pipe,  and  deep  remurmuring  cords 
Of  th'  ancient  harp,  or  tabor's  hollow  found. 

While  th'  old  apart,  upon  a  bank  reclin'd. 
Attend  the  tuneful  carol,  foftly  mixt 
With  every  murmur  of  the  Aiding  wave. 
And  every  warble  of  the  feather'd  choir ; 
Mufic  of  paradife  !  which  ftill  is  heard. 
When  the  heart  liftens ;  llill  the  views  appear 
Of  the  firft  happy  garden,  when  Content 
To  Nature's  flowery  fcenes  direfts  the  fight. 
Yet  we  abandon  thofe  Elyfian  walks. 
Then  idly  for  the  loll  delight  repine  : 
As  greedy  mariners,  whofe  defperate  fails 
Skim  o'er  the  billows  of  the  foamy  flood. 
Fancy  they  fee  the  leflfening  fhores  retire. 
And  flgh  a  farewel  to  the  fmking  hills. 

Could  I  recall  thofe  notes,  which  once  the  Mufe 
Heard  at  a  (hearing,  near  the  woody  fides 

Of 
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Of  blue-topp'd  Wreakin  *  !   Yet  the  carols  fweet. 

Through  the  deep  maze  of  the  memorial  cell. 

Faintly  remurmur.     Firll  arofe  in  fong 

Hoar-headed  Damon,  venerable  fwain. 

The  footheil  Ihepherd  of  the  flowery  vale. 

"  This  is  no  vulgar  fcene  :  no  palace-roof 

"■f  Was  e'er  fo  lofty,  nor  fo  nobly  rife 

*'  Their  poliih'd  pillars,  as  thefe  aged  oaks, 

"  Which  o'er  our  fleecy  wealth  and  harmlefs  fports 

^'  Thus  have  expanded  wide  their  flickering  arms, 

<='  Thrice  told  an  hundred  fummers.     Sweet  Content, 

^'  Ye  gentle  fliepherds,  pillow  us  at  night." 

"  Yes.  tuneful  Damon,  for  our  cares  are  fliort, 
*«  Rifmg  and  falling  with  the  chearful  day," 
Colin  reply'd  ;  "  and  pieafmg  wearinefs 
**  Soon  our  unaching  heads  to  fleep  inclines. 
*'  Is  it  in  cities  fo  ?  where,  poets  tell, 
««  The  cries  of  forrow  fadden  all  the  flireets, 
•*  And  the  difeafes  of  intemperate  wealth. 
*'  Alas,  that  any  ills  from  wealth  fliould  rife  ! 

"  May  the  fweet  nightingale  on  yonder  fpray, 
•^'  May  this  clear  ftream,  thefe  lawns,  thofe  fnow-white 

"  lambs, 
«  Which,  with  a  pretty  innocence  of  look, 
''  Skip  on  the  green,  and  race  in  little  troops ; 
«f  May  that  great  lamp,  which  flnks  behind  the  hills, 
<f  And  fl:reams  around  variety  of  lights, 
^'  Recall  them  erring :  this  is  Damon's  wifli. 

*  A  high  hill  in  Shropfhirc. 

"  Huge 
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*'  Huge  Brcaden's  *  ftony  fummit  once  I  climb'd 
*'  After  a  kidling:  Damon,  what  a  fcene  ! 
*'  What  various  views  unnumber'd  fpread  beneath  ! 
<*  Woods,  towers,  vales,  caves,  dells,  cliffs,  and  tor- 

•"  rent  floods; 
**  And  here  and  there,  between  the  fpiry  rocks, 
*'  The  br^ad  flat  fea.     Far  nobler  profpecls  thefe, 
"  Than  gardens  black  with  fmoke  in  duily  towns, 
"  Where  ftenchy  vapours  often  blot  the  fun: 
^'  Yet,  flying  from  his  quiet,  thither  crouds 
'*■  Each  greedy  wretch  for  tardy-rifmg  wealth, 
*'  Which  comes  too  late ;  that  courts  the  tafte  in  vain,  • 
'*  Or  naufeates  with  diil:empers.     Yes,  ye  rich, 
*'  Still,  flill  be  rich,  if  thus  ye  falhion  life; 
'<  And  piping,  carelefs,  filly  fliepherds  we, 
'*  We  fdiy  fliepherds,  all  intent  to  feed 
«*  Our  fnovvy  flocks,  and  wind  the  fleeky  fleece."* 

*'  Deem  not,  howe'er,  oar  occupation  mean," 
Damon  reply'd,  "  while  the  Supreme  accounti* 
*'  Well  of  the  faithful  fliepherd,  rank'd  alike 
**  Vv'ith  king  and  priefl:  they  alfo  fliepherds  are; 
*<  For  io  th'  All-feeing  flyles  them,  to  remind 
"  Elated  man,  forgetful  of  his  charge." 

"  But  hafte,  begin  the  rites :  fee  purple  Eve 
"  Stretches  her  fliadows  :  all  ye  nymphs  and  fwains 
"  Hither  aflemble.     Pleas'd  with  honours  due, 
"  Sabrina,  guardian  of  the  cry fl:al  flood, 
**  Shall  blefs  our  cares,  when  flie  by  moonlight  clear 

•  A  hill  on  the  borders  of  Montgomeryihire, 
Vol.  tVIIL  M  <^  Skima 
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"  Skims  o'er  the  dales,  and  eyes  cur  ileeping  folds ; 

"  Or  in  hoar  caves  around  Plynlymmon's  brow, 

"  Where  precious  minerals  dart  their  purple  gleams, 

*'  Anvong  her  fiflers  ihe  reclines ;  the  lov'd 

*'  Vaga  *,  profufe  of  graces,  Ryddol  *  rough, 

"  Blithe  Yftwith  ^,  and  Clevedoc  *  (wik  of  foot ; 

*'  And  mingles  various  feeds  of  flowers  and  herbs, 

"  In  the  divided  torrents,  ere  they  burft 

*'  Through  the  dark  clouds,  and  down  the  mountain 

".  roll. 
*'  Nor  taint-worm  fhall  infecl  the  yeaning  herds, 
"  Nor  penny-grafs,  nor  fpearwort's  poifonous  leaf." 

He  faid :  with  light  fantaftic  toe,  the  nymphs 
Thither  afiembled,  thither  every  fv/ain ; 
And  o'er  the  dimpled  ftream  a  thoufand  flowers. 
Pale  lilies,  rofes,  violets,  and  pinks, 
Mix'd  with  the  greens  of  burnet,  mint,  and  thyme. 
And  trefoil,  fprinkled  with  their  fpcrtive  arms. 

Such  cullom  holds  along  th'  irriguous  vales. 
From  Wreakin's  brow  to  rocky  Dolvoryn  f , 
Sabrina's  early  haunt,  ere  yet  fiie  fled 
The  fe^rch  of  Guendolen,  her  ftepdame  proud,. 
With^nvious  hate  enrag'd.     The  jolly  chear, 
Spread  on  a  mofly  bank,  untouch'd  abides, 

•  Vaga,    Ryddol,    Yftwith,  and  Clevedoc,    rivers,  the 
fprlngs  of  which  rife  In  the  fides  of  Plynlymmon. 

-f  Dolvoryn,  a  ruinous  caftle  in  Montg ornery Ihire,  on  the. 
banks  of  the  Severn, 

Till 
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Till  ceafe  the  rites :  and  now  the  moffy  bank 

Is  gaily  circled,  and  the  jolly  chear 

Difpers'd  in  copious  meafure  ;  early  fruits. 

And  thofe  of  frugal  llore,  in  hufk  or  rind; 

Steep'd  grain,  and  curdled  milk  with  dulcet  creafti' 

Soft  tempered,  in  full  merriment  they  quaiF, 

And  call  about  their  gibes ;  and  fome  apace 

Whiftle  to  roundelays :  their  little-ones 

Look  on  delighted  :  while  the  mountain-woods. 

And  winding  vallies,  with  the  various  notes 

Of  pipe,  iheep,  kine,  and  birds,  and  liquid  brooks, 

Unite  their  echoes :  near  at  hand  the  wide 

Majeftic  wave  of  Severn  flowly  rolls 

Along  the  deep-divided  glebe :  the  flood. 

And  trading  bark  with  low  contracted  fail. 

Linger  among  the  reeds  and  copfy  banks 

To  liilen ;  and  to  view  the  joyous  fcene. 
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FLEECE. 

BOOK       II. 

A        R        G        U        M        E        N        T, 

:NTPvODUCTION.  Pvecommendadon  of  mer- 
cifulnefs  to  animals.  Of  the  winding  of  wool. 
Diverfity  of  wool  in  the  fleece :  fkill  in  the  afforting 
of  it;  particularly  among  the  Dutch.  The  ufes  of 
each  fort.  Severe  winters  pernicious  to  the  fleece. 
Direftions  to  prevent  their  eftefts.  Wool  lightelt 
in  common-fields :  inconveniencies  of  common- 
fields.  Vulgar  errors  concerning  the  wool  of  Eng- 
land: its  real  excellencies;  and  directions  in  the 
choice.  No  good  wool  in  cold  or  wet  paftures :  yet 
all  paftures  improveable  ;  exemplified  in  the  drainage 
of  Bedford  Level.  Britain  in  ancient  times  not 
cfteemed  for  wool.  Countries  efteem.ed  for  wool  be- 
fore the  Argonautic  expedition.  Of  that  expedition, 
and  its  confequences.  Countries  afterwards  efteem- 
ed  for  wool.  The  decay  of  arts  and  fciences  in  the 
barbarous  ages :  their  revival,  firft  at  Venice.  Coun- 
tries noted  for  wool  in  the  prefent  times.  Wool  the 
beft  of  all  the  various  materials  for  cloathing.     The 

wool 
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wool  of  cur  ifland,  peculiarly  excellent,  is  the  comb- 
ing wool.  Methods  to  prevent  its  exportation. 
Apology  of  the  author  for  treating  this  fubjecl. 
Biihop  Blaize  the  inventor  of  wool-combing.  Of 
the  dying  of  wool.  Few  dyes  the  natural  produdl 
of  England.  NecefTity  of  trade  for  importing  them. 
The  advantages  of  trade,  and  its  utility  in  the  moral 
v/orld ;  exemplified  in  the  profperity  and  ruin  of  the 
elder  Tyre» 

XT  OW,  of  the  fever'd  lock,  begm  the  (bng, 

"^^    With  various  numbers,  through  the  fimple  theme 

To  win  attention :  this,  ye  fhepherd  fA'ains, 

This  is  a  labour.     Yet,  O  Wray,  if  thou 

Ceafe  not  with  flcilful  hand  to  point  her  way. 

The  lark-wing'd  Mufe,  above  the  graiTy  vale. 

And  hills,  and  v/ood,  fhall,  fmging,  foar  aloft; 

And  he,  whom  Learning,  Wifdom,  Candor,  Grace, 

V/ho  glows  with  all  the  virtues  of  his  fire, 

Royfton  approve,  and  patronize  the  ftrain. 

Through  all  the  brute  creation,  none,  as  fheep^> 
To  lordly  man  fuch  ample  tribute  pay. 
For  him  their  udders  yield  nedareous  Hreams : 
For  him  their  downy  veftures  they  rengn  ; 
For  him  they  fpread  the  feaft :  ah  !   ne'er  may  he 
Glory  in  wants,  which  doom  to  pain  and  death 
His  blamelefs  fellow-creatures.     Let  difeafe. 
Let  wafted  hunger,  by  deftroying  live; 
And  the  permilfion  ufe  with  trembling  thanks. 
Meekly  reludant  i  'ds  the  brute  beyond; 

2vl  3  And 
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And  gluttons  ever  murder  when  they  kill. 
Ev'n  to  the  reptile  every  cruel  deed 
Is  high  impiety.     Howe'er  not  all. 
Not  of  the  fanguinary  tribe  are  all; 
All  are  not  favage.     Come,  ye  gentle  fwains^ 
Like  Brama's  healthy  fons  on  Indus'  banks. 
Whom  the  pure  ilream  and  garden  fruits  fufiain. 
Ye  are  the  fons  of  Nature ;  your  mild  hands 
Are  innocent :  ye,  when  ye  fnear,  relieve. 
Come,  gentle  frvains,  the  bright  unfully'd  locks 
Colled  :  alternate  fongs  fhall  footh  your  cares. 
And  warbling  mufic  break  from  every  fpray. 
Be  faithful ;  and  the  genunie  locks  alone 
Wrap  round :  nor  alien  flake  nor  pitch  enfold  : 
Stain  not  your  ftores  with  bafe  deiire  to  add 
Fallacious  weight :  nor  yet,  to  mimic  thofe. 
Minute  aad  light,  of  fandy  Urchintield  *, 
LeiTen,  vAih  fubtle  artifice,  the  fleece : 
Equal  the  fraud.     Nor  interpofe  delay. 
Left  bufy  aether  through  the  open  wool 
Debiliating  pafs,  and  every  film 
Ruffle  and  fully  with  the  valley's  duft. 
Guard  too  from  rnoifture,  and  the  fretting  moth 
Pernicious :  file,  in  gloomy  fliade  conceal'd. 
Her  labyrinth  cuts,  and  mocks  the  comber's  care. 
But  in  loofe  locks  of  fells  ftie  moft  delights. 
And  feeble  fleeces  of  diftemper'd  flieep. 
Whither  fne  haftens,  by  the  morbid  fcent 

•  The  country  about  Rofs,  In  Hercfordfhire. 
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Allur'd  ;  23  the  fvvift  eagle  to  the  fields. 
Of  flaughtering  war  or  carnage :  fuch  apart 
Keep  for  their  proper  ufe.     Our  anceflors 
Seleded  fuch,  for  hofpitable  beds 
To  reft  the  ftranger,  or  the  gory  chief. 
From  battle  or  the  chace  of  wolves  return 'd. 

When  many-colour'd  Evening  finks  behind 
The  purple  woods  and  hills,  and  oppolite 
Rifes,  fuU-orb'd,  the  filver  harveft-moon. 
To  light  th'  unwearied  farmer,  late  afield 
His  fcatter'd  fheaves  colleding ;  then  exped 
The  artiUs,  bent  on  fpeed,  from  populous  Leeds, 
Norwich,  or  Froome ;  they  traverfe  every  plain. 
And  every  dale,  where  farm  or  cottage  fmckes: 
Rejedl  them  not ;  and  let  the  feafon's  price 
Win  thy  foft  treafures :  let  the  bulky  wain 
Through  duily  roads  roll  nodding ;  or  the  bark^ 
That  filently  adown  the  cerule  ftream 
Glides  with  white  fails,  difpenfe  the  dov,'ny  freight 
To  copfy  villages  on  either  fide. 
And  fpiry  towns,  where  ready  diligence. 
The  grateful  burden  to  receive,  awaits. 
Like  llrong  Briareus,  with  his  hundred  hands. 

In  the  fame  fleece  diverfity  of  wool 
Grows  intermingled,  and  excites  the  care 
Of  curious  flcill  to  fort  the  feveral  kinds. 
But  in  this  fubtle  fcience  none  exceed 
Th'  indultrious  Belgians,  to  the  Vv'ork  who  guide 
Each  feeble  hand  of  want :  their  fpacious  domes 
With  boundlefs  hofpitality  receive 
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Each  nation's  oatcafts :  there  the  tender  eye 

May  view  the  mainn'd,  the  blind,  the  lame,  employ'd. 

And  unrejedled  age;  ev'n- childhood  there 

Its  litde  fingers  turning  to  the  toil 

Delighted  :  nimhly,  with  habitual  fpeed. 

They  fever  lock  from  lock,  and  long,  and  fhort> 

And  foft;^  and  rigid,  pile  in.  federal  heaps. 

This  the  dulk  hatter  alks  ;  another  ftiines. 

Tempting  the  clothier;  that  the  hofier  feeks  ;, 

The  long  bright  lock  is  apt  for  airy  fluffs  ;. 

But  often  it  deceives  the  artift's  carC;, 

Breaking  unufcful  in  the  fteely  comb  : 

For  this  long  fpungy  wool  no  more  increafe 

Receives,  while  Winter  petrifies  the  £elds: 

The  growth  of  Autumn  Hops :  and  what  though  Spring 

Succeeds  with  rofy  finger,  and  fpins  ca 

The  texture  ?  yet  in  vain  ihc  ftrivcs  to  link 

The  lilver  twine  to  that  of  Autumn's  hand. 

Be  then  tlie  fwain  advis'd  to  fnield  his  flocks 

From  Winter's  deadening  frofts  and  whelming  fiiows  r 

Let  the  loud  tempell  rattle  on  the  roof. 

While  they,  fecure  witl:in,  warm  cribs  enjoy. 

And  fwdl  their  fleeces,  equal  to  the  worth 

Of  cloath'd  Apulian  *,  by  fcft  warmth  improv'd : 

Or  let  them  inward  heat  and  vigor  find. 

By  food  of  cole  or  turnep,  hardy  plants. 

*  The  fhephcrds  of  Apulia,  Tarentum,  and  Attica,  ufed 
to  cloath  their  fheep  with  Iklns,  to  preferve  and  improve 
their  fleeces, 

Bcfi-le3> 
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Befides,  the  lock  of  one  continued  growth 
Imbibes  a  clearer  and  more  equal  dye. 

But  lighteft  wool  is  theirs,  who  poorly  toil. 
Through  a  dull  round,  in  unimproving  farms 
Of  common- fields  :  inclofe,  inclofe,  ye  fwains  ;^ 
Why  wiU  you  joy  In  common -field,  where  pitchy, 
Noxious  to  v/ool,  muit  ftain  your  nOrOtley  flock;. 
To  mark  your  property  ?  The  mark  dilates. 
Enters  the  flake  depreciated,  defil'd. 
Unfit  for  beauteous  tint :  befides,  in  fields 
Promifcuous  held,  all  culture  languifhes  ; 
The  glebe,  exhaufted,  thin  fupply  receives  ; 
Dull  waters  reii  upan  the  rulhy  flats 
And  barren  furrows :  none  the  rifmg  grove 
There  plants  for  late  poilerity,  nor  hedge 
To  fhield  the  flock,  nor  copfe  for  chearing  Sre  ^ 
And,  in  the  diftant  village,  ever/  hearth 
Devours  the  grally  fwerd,  the  verdant  food 
Of  injur 'd  herds  and  flocks,  or  v/hat  the  plough. 
Should  turn  and  moulder  for  the  bearded  grain  ^ 
Pernicious  habit,  drawing  gradual  on 
Increafmg  beggary,  and  Nature's  frowns. 
Add  too,  the  idle  pilferer  eafier  there 
Eludes  deteftion,  when  a  lamb  or  ewe 
From  intermingled  flocks  he  fleals ;  or  when. 
With-  loofen'd  tt.-ther  of  his  horfe  or  cow. 
The  milky  ftalk  of  the  tall  green  ear'd  corn. 
The  year's  flow-ripening  fruit,  the  anxious  hope 
Of  his  laborious  neighbour,  he  dellroys. 

There 
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There  are^  who  over-rate  our  Tpungy  ftores. 
Who  deem  that  Nature  grants  no  clime,  but  ours^ 
To  fpread  upon  its  fields  the  dews  of  heaven. 
And  feed  the  filky  fleece ;  that  card,  nor  comb. 
The  hairy  wool  of  Gaul  can  e'er  fubdue. 
To  form  the  thread,  and  mingle  in  the  loom, 
Unlefs  a  third  from  Britain  fvell  the  heap. 
Illufion  all ;  though  of  our  fun  and  air 
Not  trivial  is  the  virtue  ;  nor  their  fruit. 
Upon  our  fnowy  flocks,  of  fmall  efteem  : 
The  grain  of  brighteft  tindlure  none  fo  v/ell 
Imbibes :  the  wealthy  Gobelins  muft  to  this 
Bear  witnefs,  and  the  coftliell  of  their  looms. 

And  though,  with  hue  of  crocus  or  of  rofe. 
No  power  of  fubtle  food,  or  air,  or  foil. 
Can  dye  the  living  fleece ;  yet  'twill  avail 
To  note  their  influence  in  the  tinging  vafe. 
Therefore  from  herbage  of  old-pailur'd  plains. 
Chief  from  the  matted  turf  of  azure  m.arle. 
Where  grow  the  whiteft  locks,  coUeft  thy  ftores. 
Thofe  fields  regard  not,  through  whole  recent  turf 
The  miry  foil  appears :  not  ev'n  the  llreams 
Of  Yare,  or  filver  Stroud,  can  purify 
Their  frequent-fully'd  fleece ;  nor  what  rough  winds. 
Keen-biting  on  tempeftuous  hills,  inbrown. 

Yet  much  may  be  perform'd,  to  check  the  force 
Of  Nature's  rigor:  the  high  heath,  by  trees 
Warm-flieltcr'd,  may  defpife  the  rage  of  florms: 
Moors,  bogs,  and  weeping  fens,  may  learn  to  fmilcj 
And  leave  in  dykes  their  foon- forgotten  tears. 

Labor 


Book  11.         THE      FLEECE.  17  J 

Labor  and  Art  will  every  aim  atchieve 
Of  noble  bofoms.     Bedford  Level  *,  erft 
A  dreary  pathlefs  wafte,  the  coughing  flock 
Was  wont  with  hairy  fleeces  to  deform ; 
And,  fmiling  with  her  lure  of  fummer  flowers^ 
The  heavy  ox,  vain-ftruggling,  to  ingulph; 
Till  one,  of  that  high-honour'd  patriot  name, 
RufTel,  arofe,  who  drain'd  the  ruiliy  fen, 
Confin'd  the  waves,  bade  groves  and  gardens  bloom^ 
And  through  his  new  creation  led  the  Ouze, 
And  gentle  Camus,  filver-v/inding  (treams  j 
God-like  beneficence  J  from  chaos  drear 
To  raife  the  garden  and  the  ihady  grove  ! 
But  fee  lerne's  moors  and  hideous  bogs, 
Immeafurable  trad.     The  traveller 
Slow  tries  his  mazy  Hep  on  th'  yielding  tuft, 
Shuddering  with  fear:  ev'n  fuch  perfidious  wildsj 
By  labor  won,  have  yielded  to  the  comb 
The  faireft  length  of  wool.     See  Deeping  fens. 
And  the  long  lawns  of  Bourn.     'Tis  Art  and  Toil 
Gives  Nature  value,  multiplies  her  ftores,. 
Varies,  improves,  creates :  'tis  Art  and  Toil 
Teaches  her  woody  hills  with  fruits  to  fhine. 
The  pear  and  taileful  apple  ;  decks  Vvfith  flowers 
And  foodful  pulfe  the  fields,  that  often  rife. 
Admiring  to  behold  their  furrows  wave 
With  yellow  corn.     What  changes  cannot  Toil 
With  patient  Art,  effect  ?  There  was  a  time, 

*  In  Cambridgefliire* 
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When  other  regions  were  the  fwains  delight^ 

And  fhepherdlefs  Britannia's  rufhy  vales. 

Inglorious,  neither  trade  nor  labor  knew. 

But  of  rude  bafkets,  homely  ruflic  geer. 

Woven  of  the  flexile  willow  ;  till,  at  length. 

The  plains  of  Sarum  open'd  to  the  hand 

Of  patient  Culture,  and,  o'er  finking  woods. 

High  Cotfwold  fhow'd  her  fummits.     Urchinfield> 

And  Lemfler's  crofts,  beneath  the  pheafant's  brake. 

Long  lay  unnoted.     Toil  new  pallure  gives ; 

And,  in  the  regions  oft  of  adive  Gaul, 

O'er  leffening  vineyards  fpreads  the  growing  turf. 

In  eldell  times,  when  kings  and  hardy  chiefs 
In  bleeting  Iheepfolds  met,  for  pureft  wool 
Phcenicia's  hilly  trads  were  moft  renown'd. 
And  fertile  Syria's  and  Judasa's  land, 
Hermon,  and  Seir,  and  Hebron's  brooky  fides  : 
Twice  v/ith  the  murex'  crimfon  hue  they  ting'd 
The  fhining  fleeces  i  hence  their  gorgeous  wealthy 
And  hence  arofe  the  walls  of  ancient  Tyre. 

Next  bufy  Colchis,  blefs'd  with  frequent  rains. 
And  lively  verdure  (who  the  lucid  fheam 
Of  Phafis  boafted,  and  a  portly  race 
Of  faiF  inhabitants)  improv'd  the  fleece  j 
When,  o'er  the  deep  by  flying  Phryxus  brought^ 
The  fam'd  Theflalian  ram  enrich'd  her  plains. 

This,  rifing  Greece  with  indignation  view'd. 
And  youthful  Jafon  an  attempt  conceiv'd 
Lofty  and  bold:  along  Pencus'  banks. 
Around  Olympus^  brows,  the  Muilss'  haunts,. 

He 
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He  rouz'd  the  brave,  to  re -demand  the  fleece. 
Attend,  /e  Britilli  fvvains,  the  ancient  fong. 
Frpin. every  region  of -^gea's  iliore 
The  brave  afferabled;  thoie  illuilrious  twins, 
Ca(tor  and  Pollux;  Orpheus,  tuneful  bard; 
Zetes  and  Calais,  as  the  wind  in  fpeed ; 
Strong  Hercules,  and  many  a  chief  renown 'd. 
On  deep  lolcos'  fandy  iliore  they  throng'd. 
Gleaming  in  armour,  ardent  of  exploits  ; 
And  foon,  the  laurel  cord,  and  the  huge  Hone 
Up-lifting  to  the  deck,  unmoor'd  the  bark  ; 
Whofe  keel,  of  wondrous  length,  the  fkilful  hand 
Of  Argus  falhion'd  for  the  proud  attempt ; 
And  in  th'  extended  keel  a  lofty  mall 
Up-rais'd,  and  fails  fuU-fwelling ;  to  the  chiefs 
Unwonted  objects  :  now  firil:,  now  they  learn'd 
Their  bolder  lleerage  over  ocean  wave. 
Led  by  the  golden  liars,  as  Chiron's  art 
Had  mark'd  the  fphere  celelHal.     Wide  abroad 
Expands  the  purple  deep :  the  cloudy  illes, 
Scyros  and  Scopelos,  and  Icos,  rife, 
And  Halonefos  :  foon  huge  Lemnos  heaves 
Her  azure  head  above  the  level  brine. 
Shakes  off  her  mill?,  and  brightens  all  her  cliffs  : 
While  they,  her  flattering  creeks  and  opening  bowers 
Cautious  approaching,  in  Myrina's  port 
Call  out  the  cabled  Itone  upon  the  ftrand. 
Next  to  the  Mylian  fhore  they  fhape  their  courfe^ 
But  with  too  eager  halle  :  in  the  white  foam 
His  oar  AJcides  breaks ;  howe'er,  not  long 

The 
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The  chance  detains ;  he  fprings  upon  the  IhorCj 

And,  rifting  from  the  roots  a  tapering  pine. 

Renews  his  ftroke.     Between  the  threatening  towers 

Of  Hellefponttheyply  the  rugged  furge. 

To  Hero's  and  Leander's  ardent  love 

Patal :  then  fmooth  Propontis'  widening  wave. 

That  like  a  giaffy  lake  expands,  with  hills. 

Hills  above  hills,  and  gloomy  woods,  begirt. 

And  now  the  Thracian  Bofphorus  they  dare. 

Till  the  Symplegades,  tremendous  rocks. 

Threaten  approach ;  but  they,  unterrify'd. 

Through  the  fharp-pointed  cliiFs  and  thundering  floods 

Cleave  their  bold  paffage :  nathlefs  by  the  craggs 

And  torrents  forely  Ihatter'd  :  as  the  flrong 

Eagle  or  vulture,  in  th'  entangling  net 

Involv'd,  breaks  through,  yet  leaves  his  plumes  behind. 

Thus,  through  the  wide  waves,  their  flow  way  they  force 

To  Thynia-s  hofpitable  ifle.     The  brave 

Pafs  many  perils,  and  to  fame  by  fuch 

Experience  rife.     Refrefli'd,  again  they  fpeed 

From  cape  to  cape,  and  viev/  unnumbered  flj-eams, 

Halys,  with  hoary  Lycus,  and  the  mouths 

Of  Afparus  and  Glaucus,  rolling  fwift 

To  the  broad  deep  their  tributary  waves  ; 

Till  in  the  long -fought  harbour  they  arrive 

Of  golden  Phafis.     Foremoft  on  the  ftrand 

Jafon  advanc'd:  the  deep  capacious  bay. 

The  crumbling  terrace  of  the  marble  port. 

Wondering  he  viewM,  and  ftately  palace-domes. 

Pavilions  proud  of  -luxury  j  arouTid> 

In 
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In  every  glittering  hall,  within,  without. 
O'er  all  the  timbrel-founding  fquares  and  ftreets. 
Nothing  appear'd  but  luxury,  and  crowds 
Sunk  deep  in  riot.     To  the  public  weal 
Attentive  none  he  found  :  for  he,  their  chief 
Of  fhepherds,  proud  Aetes,  by  the  name 
Sometimes  of  king  diftinguifh'd,  'gan  to  flight 
The  fhepherd's  trade,  and  turn  to  fong  and  dance  ; 
Ev'n  Hydrus  ceas'd  to  watch ;  Medea's  fongs 
Of  joy,  and  rofy  youth,   and  Beauty's  charms. 
With  magic  fweetnefs  lull'd  his  cares  aileep. 
Till  the  bold  heroes  grafp'd  the  golden  fleece. 
Nimbly  they  wing'd  the  bark,  furrounded  foon 
By  Neptune's  friendly  waves :  fecure  they  fpeed 
O'er  the  known  feas,  by  every  guiding  cape. 
With  profperous  return.     The  myrtle  fnores. 
And  glafly  mirror  of  lolcos' lake. 
With  loud  acclaim  receiv'd  them.     Every  vale. 
And  every  hillock,  touch'd  the  tuneful  ftops 
Of  pipes  unnumber'd,  for  the  ram  regain'd. 

Thus  Phafis  loft  his  pride  :  his  flighted  nymphs 
Along  the  withering  dales  and  paftures  mourn 'd  ; 
The  trade-fliip  left  his  ftreams ;  the  merchant  ihurm'd 
His  defart  borders ;  each  ingenious  art,  • 

Trade,  Liberty,  and  Affluence,  all  retir'd. 
And  left  to  Want  and  Servitude  their  feats  : 
Vile  fucceflbrs  !  and  gloomy  Ignorance 
Following  like  dreary  Night,  whofe  fable  hand 
Hangs  on  the  purple  Ikirxs  of  flying  day, 

Sithenc^ 
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Sithencc  the  fleeces  of  Arcadian  plains, 
And  Attic,  and  TheiTalian,  bore  eileem  ; 
And  thoie  In  Grecian  colonies  difpers'd, 
Caria  and  Doris,  and  Ionia's  coaft. 
And  fam'd  Tarentum,  where  Galefus'  tide, 
Rolling  by  ruins  hoar  of  ancient  towns, 
Tlirough  fclitary  vallies  feeks  the  Tea. 
Or  green  Altinum,  by  an  hundred  Alps 
High-crown'd,  whofe  woods  and  fnovvy  peaks  aloft 
Shield  her  low  plains  from  the  rough  northern  blafl, 
Thoie  too  of  Boetica's  delicious  fields. 
With  gclden  fruitage  blefs'd  of  higheft  tafre. 
What  need  I  name  ?  The  Turdetanian  trad, 
•Or  rich  Coraxus,  whofe  wide  looms  unroll'd 
The  fineft  webs  ?  where  fcarce  a  talent  weigh'd 
A  ram's  equivalent.     Then  only  Tin 
To  late  improv'd  Britannia  gave  renown. 

Lo  the  revolving  courfe  of  mighty  time. 
Who  loftinefs  abafes,  tumbles  down 
Olympus'  brow,  and  lifts  the  lowly  vale. 
Where  is  the  majefty  of  ancient  Rome, 
The  throng  of  heroes  in  her  fplendid  ftrects. 
The  fnowy  veft  of  peace,  or  purple  robe. 
Slow  trail'd  triumphal  ?  Where  the  Attic  fleece. 
And  Tarentine,  in  warmeft  littcr'd  cotes. 
Or  funny  meadows,  cloath'd  with  coftly  care  ? 
All  in  the  folitude  of  ruin  loft, 
Wai-'s  horrid  carnage,  vain  Ambition's  duft. 

Long  lay  the  mournful  realms  of  elder  Fame 

In  gloomy  defolation,  till  appeared 

Beauteous 
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Beauteous  Venetia,  firfl:  of  all  the  nymphs. 
Who  from  the  melancholy  wafte  emerg'd  : 
In  Adria's  gulph  her  clotted  locks  fhe  lav'd, 
And  rofe  another  Venus :  each  foft  joy. 
Each  aid  of  life,  her  bufy  wit  reflor*d ; 
Science  reviv'd,  with  all  the  lovely  Arts, 
And  all  the  Graces.     Reftituted  Trade 
To  every  Virtue  lent  his  helping  (lores. 
And  chear'd  the  vales  around  ;  again  the  pipe, 
And  bleating  flocks,  avvak'd  the  chearful  lawn. 

The  gloily  fleeces  now  of  prime  eHeem 
Soft  Afia  boafts,  where  lovely  CaiTimere, 
Within  a  lofty  mound  of  circling  hills. 
Spreads  her  delicious  itores ;  woods,  rocks,  caves,  lake.^. 
Hills,  lawns,  and  winding  ftreams ;  a  region  term'd 
The  paradife  of  Indus.     Next,  the  plains 
Of  Lahor,  by  that  arbor  ftretch'd  immenfe. 
Through  many  a  realm,  to  Agra,  the  proud  throne 
Of  India's  worfliip'd  prince,  whofe  lull  is  law: 
Remote  dominions ;  nor  to  ancient  Fame, 
Nor  modern  known,  till  public-hearted  Roe, 
Faithful,  fagacious,  adlive,  patient,  brave. 
Led  to  their  dL^ant  climes  adventurous  trade. 

Add  too  the  filky  wool  of  Libyan  lands. 
Of  Caza's  bowery  dales,  ard  brooky  Caus, 
V/here  lofty  Atlas  fpreads  his  verdant  feet. 
While  in  the  clouds  his  hoary  fhoulders  bend. 

Next  proud  Iberia  glories  in  the  growth 
Of  high  Caftile,  and  mild  Segovian  glades. 
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And  I>2aut£3U3  Albion,  fmcc  great  Edgar  chac'i 
The  prowling  wolf,  with  many  a  lock  appears 
Of  filky  luHre  ;  chief,  Siluria,  thine  ; 
Thine,  Vaga,  favour 'd  itream ;  from  fheep  minute 
On  Cambria  bred:  a  pound  o'enveighs  a  fleece. 
Gay  Epfom's  too,  Jir.d  Bar.flead's,  and  what  gleams 
On  Veda's  ifle,  that  flielters  Albion's  fleet. 
With  all  its  thunders  :  or  Salopian  ftorcs, 
Thofe  which  are  gatherM  in  the  fields  of  Clun  : 
High  Cotfwold  alfo  'mong  the  fliepherd  fwains 
Is  eft  remember'd,  though  the  greedy  plough 
Preys  en  its  carpet :  He  *,  whofe  ruftic  Mufe 
O^er  heath  and  craggy  holt  her  wing  difplay'd. 
And  fung  the  boiky  bourns  of  Alfred's  flures. 
Has  favoured  Cotfwold  with  luxuriant  praife. 
Need  we  the  levels  green  of  Lincoln  note. 
Or  rich  LeiceHra's  marly  plains,  for  length 
Of  whitefl  locks  and  magnitude  of  fleece 
Peculiar ;  envy  of  the  neighbouring  realms  ? 
But  why  recount  our  grafly  lav/ns  alone, 
While  ev'n  the  tillage  of  our  cultur'd  plains. 
With  bofTy  turnep,  and  luxuriant  cole. 
Learns  through  the  circling  year  their  flocks  to  feed. 

Ingenious  trade  !  to  cloath  the  naked  world. 
Her  foft  materials,  not  from  fheep  alone. 
Prom  various  animals,  reeds,  trees,  and  ilones, 
Colle£ls  fagacicus:  in  Euboea's  ifle 
A  wondrous  rock  f  is  found,  of  which  arc  woven 

•  DraytoHc  t  TU  Afteiloi. 
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Veiks  incombuflible  :  Batavia,  flax  ; 
Siam's  warm  marifh  yields  the  liflile  cane  ,* 
Soft  Pcrfia,  filk  ;  Balafor's  fhady  hills 
Tough  bark  of  trees ;  Peruvian  Pito,  grafs  j 
And  every  lultry  clime  the  fnowy  down 
Of  cotton,  burlHng  from  its  ftubborn  fliell 
To  gleam  amid  the  verdure  of  the  grove. 
With  gloffy  hair  of  Tibet's  ihagged  goat 
Are  light  tiaras  woven,  that  wreath  the  head^ 
And  airy  float  behind  :  the  beaver's  flix 
Gives  kindliell  warmth  to  weak  enervate  limbs. 
When  the  pale  blood  flow  rifes  through  the  veinSc 
Still  ihall  o'er  all  prevail  the  Ihepherd's  fl:ores. 
For  numerous  ufes  known  :  none  yield  fuch  warmth^ 
Such  beauteous  hues  receive,  fo  long  endure ; 
So  pliant  to  the  loom,  fo  various,  none. 

Wild  rove  the  flocks,  no  burdening  fleece  they  bear. 
In  fervid  climes :  Nature  gives  nought  in  vain, 
Carmenian  wool  on  the  broad  tail  alone 
Refplendent  fvvells,  enormous  in  its  growth  : 
As  the  fleek  ram  froni  green  to  green  removes,^ 
On  aiding  wheels  his  heavy  pride  he  draws. 
And  glad  reflgns  it  for  the  hatter's  ufe. 

Ev'n  in  the  new  Columbian  world  appears 
The  woolly  covering  :  Apacheria's  *  glades. 
And  Canfes'  *,  echo  to  the  pipes  and  flocks 
Of  foreign  fwains.    While  time  fhakes  down  his  fands, 

*  Provinces  in  Louifuna,   on  the  wef^ern  fide  of  the 
Miffifippii 

N  ^,  And 
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And  works  continual  change,  be  none  fecure : 
Quicken  your  labors,  brace  your  flackening  nerves. 
Ye  Britons ;  nor  fleep  carelefs  on  the  lap 
Of  bounteous  Nature  ;  ftie  is  elfewhere  kind. 
See  Miffifippi  lengthen-on  her  lawns. 
Propitious  to  the  Ihepherds  :  fee  the  fheep  * 
Of  fertile  Aricaf,  like  camels  form'd  ; 
Which  bear  huge  burdens  to  the  fea-beat  fliore. 
And  ihine  with  fleeces  foft  as  feathery  down. 

Coarfe  Bothnic  locks  are  not  devoid  of  ufe ; 
They  cloath  the  mountain  carl,  or  mariner 
Laboring  at  the  wet  flirouds,  or  flubborn  helm. 
While  the  loud  billows  dafh  the  groaning  deck. 
All  may  not  Stroud's  or  Taunton's  veftures  wear; 
Nor  what,  from  fleece  Ratsan  I,  mimic  flowers 
Of  rich  Damafcus :  many  a  texture  bright 
Of  that  material  in  Praetorium  §  woven. 
Or  in  Norvicum,  cheats  the  curious  eye. 

If  any  wool  peculiar  to  our  ifle 
Is  given  by  Nature,  'tis  the  comber's  lock. 
The  foft,  the  fnow-white,  and  the  long-gro\\Ti  flake. 
Hither  be-  turn'd  the  public's  wakeful  eye. 
This  golden  fleece  to  guard,  with  ftridleft  watch. 
From  the  dark  hand  of  pilfering  Avarice, 
Who,  like  a  fpedtre,  haunts  the  midnight  hour. 
When  Nature  wide  around  him  lies  fupine 

*  Thefe  fheep  are  called  Guanapos. 
•f"  A  province  of  Peru. 
:j:  The  fleeces  of  Leicefterfliire, 
§  CoYcntrjr. 

And 
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And  filent,  in  the  tangles  foft  involv'd 

Of  death-like  fleep  :  he  then  the  moment  marks. 

While  the  pale  moon  illumes  the  trembling  tide,  * 

Speedy  to  lift  the  canvas,  bend  the  oar. 

And  waft  his  thefts  to  the  perfidious  foe. 

Happy  the  patriot,  who  can  teach  the  means 
To  check  his  frauds,  and  yet  untroubled  leave 
Trade's  open  channels.     Would  a  generous  aid 
To  honell:  toil,  in  Cambria's  hilly  tracts. 
Or  where  the  Lune  *  or  Coker  f  wind  their  flreamsj» 
Be  found  fufficient  ?  Far,  their  airy  fields. 
Far  from  infectious  luxury  arife.  ' 

O  might  their  mazy  dales,  and  m.ountain  fides 
With  copious  fleeces  of  lerne  fhine. 
And  gulphy  Caledonia,  wifely  bent 
On  wealthy  filheries  and  flaxen  webs ; 
Then  would  the  filler  realms,  amid  their  feas^ 
Like  the  three  Graces  in  harmonious  fold. 
By  mutual  aid  enchance  their  various  charms. 
And  blefs  remoteft  climes — To  this  lov'd  end. 
Awake,  Benevolence  ;  to  this  lov'd  end. 
Strain. all  thy  nerves,  and  every  thought  explore. 
Far,  far  away,  v/hofe  paflions  v/ould  immtrrfe. 
In  your  own  little  hearts,  the  joys  of  life  ; 
(Ye  worms  of  pride)  for  your  repaft  alone. 
Who  claim  all  nature's  flores,  woods,  waters,  meads. 
All  her  profufion ;  whofe  vile  hands  would  grafp 

*  A  river  In  Cumberland.        f  A  river  In  Lancafhire. 

N3  Tht 
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The  peafant's  fcantling,  the  weak  widow's  mite^ 

And  in  the  fepulchre  of  Self  entomb 

Whatever  ye  can,  whate'er  ye  cannot  ufe. 

}Cnow,  for  faperior  ends  th'  Almighty  Power 

(The  Power,  whofe  tender  arms  embrace  the  worm) 

Breathes  o'er  the  foodful  earth  the  breath  of  life, 

And  forms  us  manifold]  allots  to  each 

His  fair  peculiar  ;  wifdom,  wit,  and  llrength ; 

V/ifdom,  and  wit,  and  llrength,  in  fvveet  accord, 

To  aid^  to  cheer,  to  counfel,  to  prote(ft. 

And  twift  the  mighty  bond.     Thus  feeble  man, 

V/ith  man  united,  is  2.  nation  flrong  ; 

Builds  towery  cities,  fatiates  every  want. 

And  makes  the  feas  profound,  and  forefts  wild. 

The  gardens  of  his  joys.     Man,  each  man's  born 

Por  the  high  bufmefs  of  the  public  good. 

For  me,  'tis  mine  to  pray,  that  men  regard 
I'heir  occupations  with  an  honeft  heart. 
And  chearful  diligence  :  like  the  ufeful  bee. 
To  gather  for  the  hive  not  fweets  alone. 
But  wax,  and  each  material]  pleas'd  to  find 
Whate'er  may  footh  diftrefs,  and  raife  the  fall'n* 
la  life's  rough  race :  O  be  it  as  my  v/iih  ! 
*Tis  mine  to  teach  th'  inactive  hand  to  reap 
Kind  nature's  bounties,  o'er  the  globe  difFus'd. 

For  this,  I  wake  the  weary  hours  of  reft; 
With  this  dcfire,  the  merchant  I  attend] 
By  this  impell'd,  the  fhephcrd's  hut  I  feek, 
And,  as  he  tends  his  flock,  his  le^lures  hear 
Attentive,  pLas'd  with  pure  fimplicity, 

And 
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And  rules  divulg'd  beneficent  to  fheep  :  ' 

Or  turn  the  compafs  o'er  the  painted  chart. 

To  mark  the  ways  of  tralnc ;  Volga's  ftream, 

C'jld  Hudfon's  cloudy  llreights,  warm  Afric's  cape> 

Latium's  firm  roads,  the  Ptolemean  fofle. 

And  China's  long  canals  j  thofe  noble  works, 

Thofe  high  effeds  of  civilizing  trade. 

Employ  me,  fedulous  of  public  weal : 

Yet  not  unmindful  of  my  facred  charge; 

But  alfo  mindful,  thus  devifmg  good. 

At  vacant  feafons,  oft ;  when  evening  mild 

Purples  the  vallies,  and  the  fhepherd  counts 

J-Iis  flock,  returning  to  the  quiet  fold. 

With  dumb  complacence :  for  Religion,  this. 

To  give  our  every  comfort  to  diftrefs. 

And  follow  virtue  with  an  humble  mind  j 

This  pure  Religion.     Thus,  in  elder  time. 

The  reverend  Blafius  wore  his  leifure  hours. 

And  flumbers,  broken  oft :  till,  fiU'd  at  length. 

With  infpiration,  after  various  thought. 

And  trials  manifold,  his  well-known  voice 

Gather'd  the  poor,  and  o'er  Vulcanian  lloves. 

With  tepid  lees  of  oil,  and  fpiky  comb, 

Shew'd  ho'vv  the  fleece  might  llretch  to  greater  length. 

And  caft  a  gloiiier  whitensfs.     Wheels  went  round  j 

Matrons  and  maids  with  fongs  relieved  their  toils  ', 

And  every  loom  receiv'd  the  fofter  yarn. 

What  poor,  what  widow,  Blailus,  did  not  blefs 

Thy  teaching  hand  i  Thy  bofom,  like  the  morn- 

N  4  Opening 
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Opening  its  v/ealth  ?  What  nation  did  not  feek. 
Of  thy  nevv-model'd  wool,  the  curious  webs  ? 
Hence  the  glad  cities  of  the  loom  his  name 
Honour  with  yearly  feflals :  through  their  ftreets 
The  pomp,  with  tuneful  founds,  and  order  juft. 
Denoting  labor's  happy  progrefs,  moves, 
ProceiTion  flow  and  folernn  :  firft  the  rout ; 
Then  fervient  youth,  and  magiiierial  eld  ; 
Each  after  each,  according  to  his  rank. 
His  fway,  and  otnce,  in  the  common  weal ; 

And  to  the  board  of  fmiling  plenty's  flores 
Affemble,  where  delicious  cates  and  fruits 
Of  every  clime  are  pil'd;  and  with  free  hand. 
Toil  only  tailes  the  feafts,  by  nervelefs  eafe 
Unrelilh'd.    Various  mirth  and  fong  refound ; 

And  oft  they  interpofe  improving  talk. 

Divulging  each  to  other  knowledge  rare, 

Sparks,  from  experience,  that  fometimes  arife  ; 

Till  nig^it  weighs  down  the  fenfe,  or  mo-rning's  dawn 

Rouzes  to  labor,  man  to  labor  born. 
Then  the  fleek  brightening  lock,  from  hand  to  hand,, 

Renews  its  circling  courfe  :  this  feels  the  card  ; 

That,  in  the  comb,  admires  it's  growing  length ; 

This,  blanch'd,  emerges  from  the  oily  wave  ; 

And  that,  the  amber  tint,  or  ruby,  drinks. 
For  it  fuiices  not,  in  flower)^  vales. 

Only  to  tend  the  flock,  and  fliear  foft  wool : 

Gums  muft  be  ftor'd  of  Guinea's  arid  coafl: ; 

Mexican  woods,  and  India's  brightening  falts ; 

fruits,  herbagCj  fulphurs,  minerals,  to  Itaiu 

The 
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The  fleece  prepar'd,  which  oil -imbibing  earth 

Of  Wooburn  blanches,  and  keen  alum-waves 

Intenerate.     With  curious  eye  obferve. 

In  what  variety  the  tribe  of  falts. 

Gums,  ores,  and  liquors,  eye -delighting  hues 

Produce,  abflerfive  or  reftringent;  how 

Steel  cafts  the  fable;  how  pale  pewter,  fus'd 

In  fluid  fpirit'ous,  the  fcarlet  dye ; 

And  how  each  tint  is  made,  or  mixt,  or  chang'd^ 

By  mediums  colourlefs :  why  is  the  fume 

Of  fulphur  kind  to  white  and  azure  hues. 

Pernicious  elfe :  why  no  materials  yield 

Singly  their  colours,  thofe  except  that  fliine 

With  topaz,  fapphire,  and  cornelian  rays : 

And  why,  though  nature's  face  is  cloath'd  in  green^ 

No  green  is  found  to  beautify  the  fleece. 

But  v/hat  repeated  toil  by  mixture  gives. 

To  find  effeds,  while  caufes  lie  conceal'd, 
Reafon  uncertain  tries:  howe'er,  kind  chance 
Of:  with  equivalent  difcovery  pays 
Its  wandering  efforts ;  thus  the  German  fage. 
Diligent  Drebet,  o'er  alchemic  fire. 
Seeking  the  fecret  fource  of  gold,  receiv'd 
Of  alter 'd  cochineal  the  crimfon  ilore. 
Tyrian  Melcartus  thus  (the  firft  who  brought 
Tin's  ufeful  ore  from  Albion's  diftant  ifle. 
And,  for  unwearied  toils  and  arts,  the  name 
Of  Hercules  acquir'd)  when  o'er  the  mouth 
Of  his  attendant  flieep-dog  he  beheld 
The  wounded  murex  ftrike  a  purple  ftain. 

The 
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The  purple  flain  on  Reecy  woofs  he  fpread. 
Which  lur'd  the  eye,  adorning  many  a  nymph. 
And  drew  the  pomp  of  trade  to  rifing  Tyre. 
Our  vallies  yield  not,  or  but  fparing  yield, 
The  dyer's  gay  materials.     Only  weld. 
Or  root  of  madder,  here  or  purple  woad. 
By  which  our  naked  anceftors  obfcur'd 
Their  hardy  limbs,  inwrought  with  m.yftic  forms. 
Like  Egypt's  obelifks.     The  powerful  fun 
Hot  India's  zone  with  gaudy  pencil  paints. 
And  drops  delicious  tints  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Which  trade  to  us  conveys.     Not  tints  alone. 
Trade  to  the  good  phyfician  gives  his  balms  ; 
Gives  chearing  cordials  to  th'  afflicted  heart; 
Gives,  to  the  wealthy,  delicacies  high ; 
Gives,  to  the  curious,  works  of  nature  rare  j 
And  when  the  prieft  difplays^  in  jufl  difcourfe, 
Him,  the  all-wife  Creator,  and  declares 
His  prefence,  power,  and  goodnefs,  unconfin'd, 
* Tis  trade,  attentive  voyager,  who  fills 
His  lips  with  argum.ent.     To  ceafure  trade. 
Or  hold  her  bufy  people  in  contempt. 
Let  none  prefume.     The  dignity,  and  grace. 
And  weal,  of  human  life,  their  fountains  owe 
To  feeming  imperfe£lions,  to  vain  wants. 
Or  real  exigencies ;  paffions  fwift 
Forerunning  reafon;  ftrong  contrarious  bents. 
The  fteps  of  men  difperfmg  wide  abroad 
O'er  realms  and  feas.     There,  in  the  folemn  fcene. 
Infinite  wonders  glare  before  their  eyes. 

Humiliating 
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Humiliating  the  mind  enlarged  j  for  they 

The  clearefl  fenfe  of  Deity  receive. 

Who  view  the  widell  profpecl  of  his  works. 

Ranging  the  globe  with  trade  through  various  climes ; 

Who  fee  the  fignatures  of  boundlefs  love. 

Nor  lefs  the  judgments  of  Almighty  Power, 

That  warn  the  wicked,  and  the  wretch  who  'fcapes 

From  human  juftice  :  who,  aftonifh'd,  view 

Etna's  loud  thunders  and  tempelluous  fires ; 

The  duft  of  Carthage;  defert  fliores  of  Nile; 

Or  Tyre's  abandon'd  fummit,  crown'd  of  old 

\Vith  ftately  towers ;  whofe  merchants,  from  their  iiles. 

And  radiant  thrones,  affembled  in  her  marts ; 

Whither  Arabia,  whither  Kedar,  brought 

Their  ihaggy  goats,  tiieir  flocks,  and  bleating  Iambs  | 

Where  rich  Damafcus  pil'd  his  fleeces  white, 

Prepar'd,  and  thirfty  for  the  double  tint. 

And  flowering  ihuttle.     While  th'  admiring  world 

Crowded  her  flreets ;  ah !  then  the  hand  of  Pride 

Sow'd  imperceptible  his  poifonous  weed. 

Which  crept  deilruilive  up  her  lofty  domes, 

A-s  ivy  creeps  around  the  graceful  trunk 

Of  fome  tali  oak.     Her  lofty  domes  no  more. 

Not  ev'n  the  ruins  of  her  pomp,  remain ; 

Not  ev'n  the  duii  they  funk  in;  by  the  breath 

Of  the  Omnipotent  offended  hurPd 

Down  to  the  bottom  of  the  ftormy  deep: 

Only  the  folitary  rock  remains, 

Ker  ancient  fcite ;  a  monument  to  thofe. 

Who  toil  and  wealth  exchange  for  lloth  and  pride. 

THE 
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ARGUMENT. 

INTRODUCTION.  Recommendation  of  la- 
bor. The  feveral  methods 'of  fpinning.  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  loom.,  and  of  weaving.  Variety  of  looms. 
The  fulling-mill  defcribed,  and  the  progrefs  of  the 
manufaflure.  Dying  of  cloth,  and  the  excellence 
of  the  French  in  that  art.  Frequent  negligence  of 
our  artificers.  The  ill  confequences  of  idlenefs. 
Country-workhoufes  propofed ;  with  a  defcription 
of  one.  Good  effects  of  induftry  exemplified  in  the 
profped  of  Burftal  and  Leeds ;  and  the  cloth-market 
there  defcribed.  Preference  of  the  labors  of  the 
loom  to  other  manufadlures,  illuftrated  by  fome 
comparifons.  Hiflory  of  the  art  of  weaving  :  its  re- 
moval from  the  Netherlands,  and  fettlement  in  fe- 
veral parts  of  England.  Cenfure  of  thofe  who 
would  rejeft  the  perfecuted  and  the  ftranger.  Our 
trade  and  profperity  owing  to  them.  Of  the  manu- 
fadlure  of  tapeftry,  taught  us  by  the  Saracens.  Ta- 
peftries  of  Bleinheim  defcribed.  Different  arts,  pro- 
curing wealth  to  different  countries.     Numerous  in- 
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habitants,  and  their  induftry,  the  fureft  fource  of  it. 
Hence  a  wilh,  that  our  country  were  open  to  all 
men.  View  of  the  roads  and  rivers,  through  which 
our  manufadlures  are  conveyed.  Our  navigations 
not  far  from  the  feats  of  our  manufadlures :  other 
countries  lefs  happy.  The  difficult  work  of  Egypt 
in  joining  the  Nile  to  the  Red  Sea;  and  of  France 
in  attempting,  by  canals,  a  communication  between 
the  Ocean  and  the  Mediterranean.  Such  jundions 
may  more  eafily  be  performed  in  England,  and  the 
Trent  and  Severn  united  to  the  Thames.  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  Thames,  and  the  port  of  London. 

p  R  O  C  E  E  D,  Arcadian  Mufe ;  refume  the  pipe 

Of  Hermes,  long  difus'd,  though  fvveet  the  tone. 
And  to  the  fongs  of  Nature's  choiriflers 
Harmonious.     Audience  pure  be  thy  delight. 
Though  few :  for  every  note  which  virtue  wounds. 
However  pleafmg  to  the  vulgar  herd. 
To  the  purg'd  ear  is  difcord.     Yet  too  oft 
Has  falfe  diflembling  vice  to  amorous  airs 
The  reed  apply'd,  and  heedlefs  youth  allur*d : 
Too  oft,  with  bolder  found,  enflam'd  the  rage 
Of  horrid  war.     Let  now  the  fleecy  looms 
Diredl  our  rural  numbers,  as  of  old. 
When  plains  and  fheepfolds  were  the  Mufes*  haunts. 

So  thou,  the  friend  of  every  virtuous  deed 
And  aim,  though  feeble,  Ihalt  thefe  rural  lays 
Approve,  O  Heathcote,  whofe  benevolence 
Vifits  our  vallies ;  where  the  pailure  fpreads, 

Andf 
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And  where  the  bramble;  and  would  juill/  acl 

True  charity,  by  teaching  idle  want 

And  vice  the  inclination  to  do  good. 

Good  to  thsmfelves,  and  in  themfelves  to  all. 

Through  grateful  toil.     Ev'n  nature  lives  by  toil : 

Beaft,  bird,  air,  fire,  the  heavens,  and  rolling  worlds. 

All  live  by  af^ion  :  nothing  lies  at  refl. 

But  death  and  ruin :  man  is  born  to  care ; 

Faihion'd,  improv'd,  by  labor.     This  of  oId> 

Wife  Hates  obferving,  gave  that  happy  law. 

Which  doom*d  the  rich  and  needy,  every  rank. 

To  manual  occupation ;  and  oft  call'd 

Their  chieftains  from  the  fpade,  or  furrowing  plough, 

Or  bleating  fheepfold.     Hence  utility 

Through  all  conditions  j  hence  the  joys  of  health; 

Hence  flrength  of  arm,  and  clear  judicious  thought; 

Hence  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  all  in  life 

Deleclable.     What  fimple  nature  yields 

(And  nature  does  her  part)  are  only  rude 

Materials,  cumbers  on  the  thorny  ground; 

'Tis  toils  that  make  them  wealth ;  that  makes  the  fleece 

(Yet  ufelefs,  rifmg  in  unihapen  heaps) ; 

Anon,  in  curious  woofs  of  beauteous  hue, 

A  vellure  ufe fully  fuccinil  and  warm. 

Or,  trailing  in  the  length  of  graceful  folds, 

A  royal  mantle.     Come,  ye  village  nymphs. 

The  fcatter'd  mills  reveal  the  dufky  hills; 

•Grey  dawn  appears ;  the  golden  morn  afcends, 

And  paints  tlic  glittering  rocks,  and  purple  woods, 

And  flamlr.g  ffires  j  arifc,  begin  your  toils; 

Behold 
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Behold  the  fleece  beneath  the  fpiky  comb 

Drop  its  long  locks,  or,  from  the  mingling  card. 

Spread  in  fotc  flakes,  and  (wdl  the  whiten'd  floor. 

Come,  village  nymphs,  ye  matrons,  and  ye  maids. 
Receive  the  fofc  material:  with  light  flep 
Whether  ye  turn  around  the  fpacious  wheel. 
Or,  patient  fitting,  t'lat  revolve,  which  forms 
A  narrower  circle.     On  the  brittle  work 
Point  your  quick  eye ;  and  let  the  hand  aiiiit 
To  guide  and  flretch  the  gently-Ieflening  thread: 
Even,  unknotted  twine,  will  praife  your  fkill. 
A  different  fpinning  every  different  web 
A/ks  from  your  glov/ing  fingers :  fome  require 
The  more  compact,  and  fome  the  loofer  wreath  | 
The  lall  for  foftnefs,  to  delight  the  touch 
Of  chambered  delicacy :  fcarce  the  cirque 
Need  turn  around,  or  twine  the  lengthening  fliakc. 

There  are,  to  fpeed  their  labor,  who  prefer 
Wheels  double-fpol'd,  which  yield  to  cither  hand 
A  feveral  line :  and  many,  yet  adhere 
To  th'  ancient  diilaff,  at  the  bofom  fix'd. 
Calling  the  v/hirling  fpindle  as  they  walk : 
At  home,  or  in  the  fheepfold,  or  the  mart. 
Alike  the  work  proceeds.     This  method  ftill 
Norvicum  favours,  and  th'  Icenian  *  towns: 
It  yields  their  airy  IluiFs  an  apter  thread. 
This  was  of  old,  in  no  inglorious  days. 
The  mode  of  fpinning,  when  th*  Egyptian  prince 

•  The  Iceni  wese  the  inhablunis  e{  Suffolk. 

A  golden 
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A  golden  diflafF  gave  that  beauteous  nymph. 

Too-beauteous  Helen :  no  uncourtly  gift 

Then,  when  each  gay  diverfion  of  the  fair 

Led  to  ingenious  ufe.     Eut  patient  art. 

That  on  experience  works,  from  hour  to  hour. 

Sagacious,  has  a  fpiral  engine  *  form'd. 

Which,  on  an  hundred  fpoles,  an  hundred  thread  >» 

With  one  huge  wheel,  by  lapfe  of  water,  twines, 

pew  hands  requiring;  eafy-tended  work. 

That  copioufly  fupplies  the  greedy  loom. 

Nor  hence,  ye  Nymphs,  let  anger  cloud  your  brows : 
The  more  is  wrought,  the  more  is  ftill  requir'd: 
Blithe  o'er  your  toils,  with  wonted  fong,  proceed  : 
Fear  not  furcharge ;  your  hands  will  ever  find 
Ample  employment.     In  the  ilrife  of -trade, 
Thefs  curious  inftruments  of  fpeed  obtain 
Various  advantage,  and  the  diligent 
Supply  with  exercife,  as  fountains  fure. 
Which,  ever-gliding,  feed  the  flowery  lawn. 
Nor,  fhould  the  careful  State,  feverely  kind. 
In  every  province,  to  the  houfe  of  toil 
Compel  the  vagrant,  and  each  implement 
Of  ruder  art,  the  comb,  the  card,  the  wheel. 
Teach  their  unwilling  hands,  nor  yet  complain. 
Yours,  with  the  public  good,  fhail  ever  rife. 
Ever,  while  o'er  the  lawns,  and  airy  downs 
The  bleating  Iheep  and  fliepherd's  pipe  are  heard; 
While  in  the  brook  ye  blanch  the  gliftening  fleece,     . 

•  Paul's  engine  for  cotton  and  fine  wool. 

And 
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And  th'  amorous  youth,  delighted  with  your  toils, 
Qu.avers  the  choiceil:  of  his  ibnnets,  warm'd 
'■y  growing  traffic,  friend  to  wedded  love. 

The  amorous  youth,  with  various  hopes  inflam'd. 
Now  on  the  bufy  Itage  fee  him  ftep  forth. 
With  beating  breaft  :  high-honour'd  he  beholds 
Rich  induftry.     Firft,  he  bcfpeaks  a  loom  : 
From  fome  thick  wood  the  carpenter  felefts 
A  flender  oak,  or  beech  of  gloify  trunk. 
Or  faplin  afti :  he  fliapes  the  fturdy  beam. 
The  ports,  and  treadles ;  and  the  frame  combines. 
The  fmith,  with  iron-fcrews,  and  plated  hoops. 
Confirms  the  ilrong  machine,  and  gives  the  bolt 
That  ftrains  the  roll.     To  thefe  the  turner's  lathe. 
And  graver's  knife,  the  hollow  ihuttle  add. 
Various  profeffions  in  the  work  unite  : 
For  each  on  each  depends.     Thus  he  acquires 
The  curious  engine,  work  of  fubtle  fkill ; 
Howe'er,  in  vulgar  ufe  around  the  globe 
Frequent  obferv'd,  of  high  antiquity 
No  doubtful  mark  :  th'  adventurous  voyager, 
Tofs'd  over  ocean  to  remoteft  fhores. 
Hears  on  remotell:  fhores  the  murmuring  loom  ; 
Sees  the  deep-furrowing  plough,  and  harrow'd  Held, 
The  wheel-mov'd  v/aggon,  and  the  difcipline 
Of  llreng-yok'd  fleers.     What  needful  art  is  new? 

Next,  the  induflrious  youth  employs  his  care 
To  flore  foft  yarn ;  and  now  he  llrains  the  warp 
Along  the  garden-walk,  or  highway-fide. 
Smoothing  each  thread  i  now  fits  it  to  the  loom. 

Vol.  LVIir.  O  And 
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And  fits  before  the  work  :  from  hand  to  hand 
The  thread)^  fhuttles  glides  along  the  Vma, 
Which  open  to  the  woof,  and  fhut  alterii ; 
And  ever  and  anon,  to  firm  the  work, 
Againft  the  web  is  driven  the  noiiy  frame. 
That  o'er  the  level  rufhcs,  like  a  furge. 
Which,  often  dafhing  on  the  fandy  beach, 
Compads  the  traveller's  road :  from  hand  to  hand 
Again,  acrofs  the  lines  oft  opening,  glides 
The  thready  Ihuttle,  while  the  web  apace 
Increafes,  as  the  light  of  eaftern  Mes, 
Spread  by  the  rofy  fingers  of  the  morn  ; 
And  all  the  fair  expanfc  with  beauty  glows. 

Or,  if  the  broader  mantle  be  the  tafk. 
He  chufes  fome  companion  to  his  toil. 
Prom  fide  to  fide,  with  amicable  aim. 
Each  to  the  other  darts  the  nimble  bolt. 
While  friendly  converfe,  prompted  by  the  work. 
Kindles  improvement  in  the  opening  mind, 

V/hat  need  we  name  the  feveral  kinds  of  looms  ? 
Thofe  delicate,  to  whofe  fair-colour'd  threads 
Hang  figur'd  weights,  whofe  various  numbers  guide 
The  artift's  hand  :  he,  unfeen  flowers,  and  trees. 
And  vales,  and  azure  hills,  unerring  v/orks. 
Or  that,  whofe  numerous  needles,  glittering  bright. 
Weave  the  warm  hofe  to  cover  tender  limbs : 
Modern  invention  :  modern  is  the  want. 

Next,  from  the  flacken'd  beam  the  woof  unroll'd. 
Near  fome  clear-fliding  river,  Aire  or  Stroud, 
Is  by  the  noify  fulling-mill  receiv'd; 

Where 
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Where  tumbling  waters  turn  enormous  wheels. 
And  hammers,  rifxng  and  defcending,  learn 
To  imitate  the  induftry  of  man. 

Oft  the  wet  web  is  lleep'd,  and  often  rais'd, 
Fafl-dripping,  to  the  river's  graffy  bank  ; 
And  finewy  arms  of  men,  with  fuU-ftrain'd  ftrength. 
Wring  out  the  latent  water  :  then,  up-hung 
On  rugged  tenters,  to  the  fervid  fun 
Its  level  furface,  reeking,  it  expands ; 
Still  brightening  in  each  rigid  difcipline. 
And  gathering  worth  ;  as  human  life,  in  pains, 
Conflids,  and  troubles.     Soon  the  clothier's  ihears. 
And  burler's  thillle,  ikim  the  furface  Iheen. 
The  round  of  work  goes  on,  from  day  to  day, 
Seafon  to  feafon.     So  the  hufbandman 
Purfues  his  cares ;  his  plough  divides  the  glebe ; 
The  feed  is  fown ;  rough  rattle  o'er  the  clods 
The  harrow's  teeth ;  quick  weeds  his  hoe  fubdues  | 
The  fickle  labours,  and  the  flov/  team  ftrains ; 
Till  grateful  harvefl-home  rewards  his  toils. 

Th'  ingenious  artift,  learn'd  in  drugs,  bellows 
The  laft  improvement ;  for  th'  unlabour'd  fleece 
Rare  is  permitted  to  imbibe  the  dye. 
In  penetrating  waves  of  boiling  vats 
The  fnowy  web  is  fteep'd,  with  grain  of  weld, 
Fuftic,  or  logwood,  mix'd,  or  cochineal. 
Or  the  dark  purple  pulp  of  Pidifh  woad. 
Of  ilain  tenacious,  deep  as  fummer  ikies. 
Like  thofe  that  canopy  the  bowers  of  Stowe 
\fter  foft  rains,  when  birds  their  notes  attune, 

O  2  Ere 
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Ere  the  melodious  nightingale  begins. 

From  yon  broad  vafe  behold  the  fafFron  woofs 

Beauteous  emerge  ;  from  thefe  the  azure  rife  ; 

This  glows  with  crimfon  ;  that  the  auburn  holds  ; 

Thefe  fhall  the  prince  with  purple  robes  adorn  ; 

And  thofe  the  warrior  mark,  and  thofe  the  priell. 
Few  are  the  primal  colours  of  the  art; 

Five  only;  black,  and  yellow,  blue,  brov/n,  red; 

Yet  hence  -innumerable  hues  arife. 

That  ftain  alone  is  good,  which  bears  unchang'd 

Diflblving  water's,  and  calcining  fun's. 

And  thieving  air's  attacks.     Hov/  great  the  need. 

With  utmoft  caution  to  prepare  the  woof. 

To  feek  the  bell- adapted  dyes,  and  falts. 

And  pureft  gums  !   fmce  your  whole  ikill  connils 

In  opening  well  the  fibres  of  the  woof. 

For  the  reception  of  the  beauteous  dye. 

And  wedging  every  grain  in  every  pore. 

Firm  as  a  diamond  in  rich  gold  enchas'd. 

But  what  the  powers,  which  lock  them  in  the  v/eb; 

Whether  incruiling  falts,  or  weight  of  air. 
Or  fountain-water's  cold  contrading  wave. 
Or  all  combin'd,  it  well  befits  to  know. 
Ah  1  wherefore  have  we  loft  our  old  repute  r 
And  who  enquires  the  caufe,  why  Gallia's  fons 
In  depth  and  brilliancy  of  hues  excel  ? 
Yet  yield  not,  Britons ;  grafp  in  every  art 
The  foremoft  name.     Let  others  tamely  view. 
On  crowded  Smyrna's  and  Byzantium's  ftand. 
The  haughty  Turk  defpife  their  proffer'd  bales. 

Now 
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Now  fee,  o'er  vales,  and  peopled  mountain-tops. 
The  welcome  traders,  gathering  every  web ; 
Induftrious,  every  web  too  few.     Alas  ! 
Succefslefs  oft  their  induftry,  when  ceafe 
The  loom  and  ftiuttle  in  the  troubled  ftreets ; 
Their  motion  ftopt  by  wild  Intemperance, 
Toil's  fcoffing  foe,  who  lures  the  giddy  rout 
To  fcorn  their  talk-work,  and  to  vagrant  life 
Turns  their  rude  fteps ;  while  Mifery,  among 
The  cries  of  infants,  haunts  their  mouldering  huts. 

O  when,  through  every  province,  fhall  be  rais'd 
Houfes  of  labor,  feats  of  kind  conilraint. 
For  thofe,  who  now  delight  in  fruitlefs  fports. 
More  than  in  chearful  \^orks  of  virtuous  trade. 
Which  honeil  wealth  would  yield,  and  portion  due 
Of  public  welfare  ?  Ho,  ye  poor,  who  feek. 
Among  the  dwellings  of  the  diligent. 
For  fuilenance  unearn'd  ;  who  ftroll  abroad 
From  houfe  to  houfe,  with  mifchievous  intent. 
Feigning  misfortune :  Ho,  ye  lame,  ye  blind  ; 
Ye  languid  limbs,  with  real  want  opprefs'd. 
Who  tread  the  rough  highways,  and  mountains  wild. 
Through  llorms,  and  rains,  and  bitternefs  of  heart; 
Ye  children  of  afHiclion,  be  compell'd 
To  happincfs  :  the  long-wifh'd  day-light  dawns. 
When  charitable  Rigor  Ihall  detain 
Your  ftep-bruis'd  feet.     Ev'n  now  the  fons  of  Trade, 
Where-e'er  their  cultivated  hamlets  fmile, 
Ered  the  manfion  *  :  here  foft  fleeces  Ihine  ; 

*  This  alludes  to  the  workhoufes  at  Briflol,  Sirmlng- 
ham,  &c. 

O  3  Th  , 
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The  card  awaits  you,  and  the  comb^  and  wheel: 
Here  fliroud  you  from  the  thunder  of  the  ftorm  ; 
No  rain  fl\all  wet  your  pillow :  here  abounds 
Pure  beverage  ;  here  your  viands  are  prepar'd; 
To  heal  each  ficknefs  the  phyfician  waits, 
Aad  priefl  entreats  to  give  your  Maker  praife. 

Behold,  in  Calder's  *  vale,  where  wide  around 
Unnumber'd  villas  creep  the  ftirubby  hills, 
A  fpacicus  dome  for  this  fair  purpofe  rife. 
Higli  o'er  the.  open  gates,  with  gracious  air, 
Eliza's  image  ftands.     By  gentle  fteps 
Up-rais'd,  from  room  to  room  we  Howly  walk^ 
And  view  with  wonder,  and  with  filent  joy. 
The  fprightly  fcene  ;  where  many  a  bufy  hand,. 
\V'here  fpoles,  cards,  wheels,  and  looms,  with  motioa 

quick. 
And  ever-murmuring  found,  th'  imwonted  fcnfe 
Wrap  in  furprize.     To  fee  them  all  employ 'd. 
All  blithe,  it  gives  the  fpreading  heart  delight^ 
As  neither  meats,  nor  drinks,  nor  aught  of  joy 
Coi.poreal,  can  beiliow.     Nor  le{s  they  gain 
Virtue  than  wealth,  while,  on  their  ufeful  works 
From  day  to  day  intent,  in  their  full  minds 
Evil  no  place  can  find.     With  equal  fcale 
Some  deal  abroad  the  well-afforted  fleece  r 
Thefe  card  the  fhort,  thofe  comb  the  longer  flake  ; 

*  A  river  in  Yorkfhire,  which  rims  below  Halifax,  and 
pafles  by  Wakefield. 

Otliers 
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Others  the  harfti  and  clotted  lock  receive. 
Yet  fever  and  refine  with  patient  toil. 
And  bring  to  proper  ufe.     Flax  too,  and  hemp^ 
Excite  their  diligence.     The  younger  hands 
Ply  at  the  eafy  work  of  winding  yarn 
On  fwiftly- circling  engines,  and  their  notes 
Warble  together,  as  a  choir  of  larks  ; 
Such  joy  arifes  in  the  mind  employ'd. 
Another  fcene  difplays  the  more  robuft, 
P^afping  or  grinding  tough  Brafdian  woods. 
And  what  Campeachy's  difputable  Ihore 
Copious  affords  to  tinge  the  thirily  web; 
And  the  Caribbee  iiles,  whofe  dulcet  canes 
Equal  the  honey-comb.     We  next  are  ftiowii 
A  circular  machine  *,  of  new  defign. 
In  conic  fhape  :  it  drav/s  and  fpins  a.  thread 
Without  the  tedious  toil  of  needlefs  hands. 
A  wheel,  invifible,  beneath  the  floor. 
To  every  member  of  th'  harmonious  fram& 
Gives  neceflary  motion.     One,  intent, 
O'erlooks  the  work  :  the  carded  wool,  he  fays. 
Is  fmoothly  lapp'd  around  thofe  cylinders. 
Which,  gently  turning,  yield  it  to  yon  cirque 
Of  upright  fpindles,  which,  with  rapid  whirl. 
Spin  out,  in  long  extent,  an  even  twine. 

From  this  delightful  manfion  (if  we  feek 
Still  more  to  view  the  gifts  wldch  honelt  toil 

*  A  moft  curious  machine,  Invented  by  Mr.  Paul.  It  is 
at  prefent  contrived  to  fpin  cotton  i  but  it  may  be  made  10 
fpin  fine  carded  wooL 

O  4  Dlf- 
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Diftributes)  take  we  now  our  eaftward  courfe. 

To  the  rich  fields  of  Burftal.     Wide  around 

Hillock  and  valley,  farm  and  village,  fmile : 

And  ruddy  roofs,  and  chimney-tops  appear. 

Of  bufy  Leeds,  up-wafting  to  the  clouds 

The  incenfe  of  thankfgiving  :  all  is  joy  ; 

And  trade  and  bufmefs  guide  the  living  fcene^ 

Roll  the  full  cars,  adown  the  winding  Aire 

Load  the  flow -failing  barges,  pile  the  pack 

On  the  long  tinkling  train  of  flow-pac'd  fteeds. 

As  when  a  funny  day  invites  abroad 

The  fedulous  ants,  they  ifTue  from  their  cells 

In  bands  unnumber'd,  eager  for  their  work  ; 

O'er  high,  o'er  low,  they  lift,  they  draw,  they  hall-r 

With  warm  aiFedion  to  each  other's  aid ; 

Repeat  their  virtuous  eitorts,  and  fucceed. 

Thus  all  is  here  in  motion,  all  is  life  : 

The  creaking  wain  brings  copious  ftore  of  corn : 

The  grazier's  fleeky  kine  obllruft  the  roads  : 

The  neat-drefs'd  houfewives,  for  the  feftal  board 

Crown'd  with  full  bafkets,  in  the  field-way  path; 

Come  tripping  on ;  the  echoing  hills  repeat 

The  llroke  of  ax  and  hammer ;  fcaffolds  rife. 

And  growing  edifices ;  heaps  of  Itone, 

Beneath  the  chifTel,  beauteous  IKapes  afTume 

Of  frieze  and  column.     Some,  v/ith  even  line> 

New  ilreets  are  marking  in  the  neighbouring  fields^ 

And  facrcd  domes  of  worfliip.     Lidullry, 

Which  dignifies  the  artift,  lifts  the  fwain. 

And  the  llraw  cottage  to  a  palace  turns^ 

Ove: 
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Over  the  work  prefides.     Such  was  the  fcene 
Of  hurrying  Carthage,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Firft  view'd  her  growing  turrets.     So  appear 
Th*  increafing  walls  of  bufy  Manchefter, 
ShefHeld,  and  Birmingham,  whofe  reddening  fields 
Rife  and  enlarge  their  fuburbs.     Lo,  in  throngs. 
For  every  realm,  the  careful  factors  meet, 
Whifpering  each  other.     In  long  ranks  the  bales. 
Like  War's  bright  files,  beyond  the  fight  extend. 
Straight,  ere  the  founding  bell  the  fignal  llrikes. 
Which  ends  the  hour  of  trafiick,  they  conclude 
The  fpeedy  compadj  and,  v/ell-pleas'd,  transfer^. 
With  mutual  benefit,  fuperior  v/ealth 
To  many  a  kingdom's  rent,  or  tyrant's  hoard> 

Whate'er  is  excellent  in  art  proceeds 
From  labor  and  endurance :  deep  the  oak 
Muil  fink  in  iVabborn  earth  its  roots  obfcui"e> 
That  hopes  to  lift  its  branches  to  the  ikies : 
Gold  cannot  gold  appear,  until  man's  toil 
Difclofes  wide  the  mountain's  hidden  ribs. 
And  digs  the  dufky  ore,  and  breaks  and  grinds 
Its  gritty  parts,  and  laves  in  limpid  flream's. 
With  oft-repeated  toil,  and  oft  in  fire 
The  metal  purifies  :  with  the  fatigue. 
And  tedious  procefs  of  its  painful  works. 
The  lufty  ficken,  and  the  feeble  die. 

But  chearful  are  the  labors  of  the  loom. 
By  health  and  eafe  accompany'd :  they  bring 
Superior  treafures  fpeedier  to  the  ftate. 
Than  thofe  of  deep  Peruvian  mines,  where  flaves 

(Wretched 
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(Wretched  requital)  drink,  with  trembling  hand. 
Pale  Palfy's  baneful  cup.     Our  happy  f*vains 
Behold  arifing,  in  their  fattening  flocks, 
A  double  wealth;  more  rich  than  Belgium's  boail. 
Who  tends  the  culture  of  the  flaxen  reed ; 
Or  the  Cathayan's,  whofe  ignobler  care 
Nurfes  the  filk-worm;  or  of  India's  fons. 
Who  plant  the  cotton-grove  by  Ganges'  fl:ream. 
Nor  do  their  toils  and  products  furniih  more. 
Than  gauds  and  drcfles,  of  fantaflic  web. 
To  the  luxurious :  but  our  kinder  toils 
Give  cloathing  to  necefiity;  keep  warm 
Th'  unhappy  wanderer,  on  the  mountain  wild 
Benighted,  while  the  tempefl:  beats  around. 
No,  ye  foft  fons  of  Ganges,  and  of  Ind, 
Ye  feebly  delicate,  life  little  needs 
Your  feminine  toys,  nor  afks  your  nervclefs  arm 
To  call  the  flrong-flung  fliuttle,  or  the  fpear. 
Can  ye  defend  your  country  from  the  llorm 
Of  llrong  invaflon  ?   Can  ye  want  endure. 
In  the  befieged  fort,  with  courage  Arm  ? 
Can  ye  the  v/eather-beaten  veflel  fleer. 
Climb  the  tall  mall,  diredl  the  ftubborn  helm. 
Mid  wild  difcordant  waves,  with  fteady  courfe  ? 
Can  ye  lead  out,  to  diftant  colonies, 
Th'  o'erflowings  of  a  people,  or  your  wrong'd 
Brethren,  by  impious  perfecution  driven. 
And  arm  their  breafts  with  fortitude  to  try 
New  regions ;  climes,  though  barren,  yet  beyond 
The  baneful  power  of  tyrants  ?  Thefe  are  deeds. 

To 
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To  which  their  hardy  labors  well  prepare 
The  finewy  arm  of  Albion's  fons.     Purfue, 
Ye  fons  of  Albion,  with  a  yielding  heart. 
Your  hardy  labours  :  let  the  ibunding  loom 
Mix  with  the  melody  of  every  vale ; 
The  loom,  that  long-renown'd,  wide-envy'd  gift 
Of  wealthy  Flandria,  who  the  boon  recsiv'd 
From  fair  Venetia  ;  fhe  from  Grecian  nymphs  ; 
They  from  Phenice,  who  obtain'd  the  dole 
From  old  iEgyptus.     Thus  around  the  globe. 
The  golden-footed  fciences  their  path 
Mark,  like  the  fun,  enkindling  life  and  joy; 
And  follow'd  clofe  by  Ignorance  and  Pride, 
Lead  Day  ?aid  Night  o'er  realms*     Our  day  arofe 
When  Alva's  tyranny  the  weaving  arts 
Drove  from  the  fertile  vallies  of  the  Scheld. 
With  fpeedy  wing,  and  fcatter'd  courfe,  they  fled> 
Like  a  community  of  bees,  diliurb'd 
By  fome  relentlefs  fwain's  rapacious  hand  ^ 
V/hile  good  Eliza^^  to  the  fugitives 
Gave  gracious  welcome;  as  wife  JEgypt  erfb 
To  troubled  Nilus,  whofe  nutritious  flood 
With  annual  gratitude  enridi'd  her  meads- 
Then,  from  fair  Antwerp,  an  induitrious  train 
Crofs'd  the  fmooth  channel  of  our  fmiling  feas; 
And  in  the  vales  of  Cantium,  on  the  banks 
Of  Stour  alighted,  and  the  naval  wave 
Of  fpacious  Medway  i  fome  on  gentle  Yare^ 
And  fertile  Waveney,  pitch'd ;  and  made  their  feats 
Plealaiit  Norvicum,  and  Colceflria's  towers ; 

Some 
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Some  to  the  Darent  fped  their  happy  way : 

Berghem,  and  Sluys,  and  elder  Bruges,  chofe 

Antona's  chalky  plains,  and  ftretch'd  their  tents 

Down  to  Claufentum,  and  that  bay  fupine 

Beneath  the  fhade  of  Vecla's  cliffy  ide. 

Soon  o'er  the  hofpitable  realm  they  fpread. 

With  cheer  reviv'd;  and  in  Sabrina's  flood. 

And  the  Silurian  Tame,  their  textures  blanch'd : 

Not  undelighted  with  Vigornia's  fpires. 

Nor  thofe,  by  Vaga's  flream,  from  ruins  rais'd 

Of  ancient  Ariconium  ;  nor  lefs  pleas'd 

With  Salop's  various  fcenes ;  and  that  foft  tradl 

Of  Cambria,  deep-embay'd  Dimetian  land. 

By  green  hills  fenc'd,  by  ocean's  murmur  lull'd; 

Nurfe  of  the  ruftic  bard,  who  now  refounds 

The  fortunes  of  the  fleece ;  whofe  ancefl;ors 

Were  fugitives  from  Superfliition's  rage. 

And  erft,  from  Devon,  thither  brought  the  loom  j 

AVhere  ivy'd  walls  of  old  Kidwelly's  towers. 

Nodding,  flill  on  their  gloomy  brows  project 

Lancaftria's  arms,  embofs'din  mouldering  flone. 

Thus,  then,  on  Albion's  coafl,  the  exii'd  band. 
From  rich  Menapian  towns,  and  the  green  banks 
Of  Scheid,  alighted;  and,  alighting,  fang 
Grateful  thankfgiving.     Yet,  at  times,  they  fnift 
Their  habitations,  when  the  hand  of  Pride, 
Reilraint,  or  fouthern  Luxury,  difturbs 
Their  induflry,  and  urges  them  to  vales 
Of  the  Brigantes ;  where,  with  happier  care 
Infpirited,  their  art  improves  the  fleece. 

Which 
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Which  occupation  erft,  and  wealth  immenfe. 
Gave  Brabant's  fwarming  habitants,  what  time 
We  were  their  fhepherds  only ;  from  which  il:ate. 
With  friendly  arm,  they  rais'd  us:  nathlefs  fome 
Among  our  old  and  ftubborn  fwains  mifdeem'd. 
And  envy'd,  who  enrich'd  them ;  envy'd  thofe, 
Whofe  virtues  taught  the  varletry  of  towns 
To  ufeful  toil  to  turn  the  pilfering  hand. 

And  ftill,  when  bigotry's  black  clouds  arife, 
(For  oft  they  fudden  rife  in  papal  realms). 
They,  from  their  ille,  as  from  fome  ark  fecure, 
Carelefs,  unpitying,  view  the  fiery  bolts 
Of  Superftition,  and  tyrannic  rage. 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  rolling  llorm. 
Which  fierce  purfues  the  fuiterers  in  their  flight. 
Shall  not  our  gates,  fhall  not  Britannia's  arms. 
Spread  ever  open  to  receive  their  flight  ? 
A  virtuous  people,  by  dillreffes  oft 
(DiftrefTes  for  the  fake  of  Truth  endur'd) 
Corredled,  dignify 'd;  creating  good 
Where -ever  they  inhabit :  this,  our  ifle 
Has  oft  experienc'd;  witnefs  all  ye  realms 
Of  either  hemifphere,  where  commerce  flows  : 
Th'  important  truth  is  flampt  on  every  bale; 
Each  glolTy  cloth,  and  drape  of  mantle  warm. 
Receives  th'  imprefTion;  every  airy  woof, 
Cheyney,  and  bayfe,  and  (erge,  and  alepine. 
Tammy,  and  crape,  and  the  long  countlefs  lift 
Of  woollen  webs ;  and  every  work  of  Heel ; 
And  that  cryllalline  metal,  blown  or  fus'd. 

Limpid 
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Limpid  as  water  dropping  from  the  clefts 

Of  mofTy  marble :  not  to  name  the  aids 

Their  wit  has  given  the  fleece,  now  taught  to  link 

With  flax,  or  cotton,  or  the  filk-worm's  thread. 

And  gain  the  graces  of  variety  : 

Whether  to  form  the  matron's  decent  robe. 

Or  the  thin-fliading  trail  for  Agra's  *  nymphs ; 

Or  folemn  curtains,  whofe  long  gloomy  folds 

-Surround  the  foft  pavilions  of  the  rich. 

They  too  the  many-colour'd  arras  taught 
To  mimic  nature,  and  the  airy  fhapcs 
Of  fportive  fancy  :  fuch  as  oft  appear 
In  old  Mofaic  pavements,  when  the  plough 
Up-turns  the  crumbling  glebe  of  Weldon  field  ; 
Or  that,  o'erfliaded  erft  by  Woodilock's  bower. 
Now  grac'd  by  Blenheim,  in  whofe  ftately  rooms 
Hife  glowing  tapeltries,  that  lure  the  eye 
With  Marlborough's  wars :  here  Schellenbergh  exults. 
Behind  furrounding  hills  of  ramparts  keep. 
And  vales  of  trenches  dark ;  each  hideous  pafs 
Armies  defend ;  yet  on  the  hero  leads 
His  Britons,  like  a  torrent,  o'er  the  mounds. 
Another  fcene  is  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 
And  the  red  Danube.     Here,  the  refcued  Hates 
Crowding  beneath  his  fliield  :  there,  Ramillies' 

*  There  Is  woven  at  Manchefter,  for  the  Eaft-Indies,  a 
very  thin  fluif,  of  thread  and  cotton  ;  which  is  cooler  than 
the  manufa<^urcs  of  that  country  where  the  material  is  only 
cotton. 

Important 
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Important  battle :  next,  the  tenfold  chain 

Of  Arleux  burll,  and  th'  adamantine  gates 

Of  Gaul  flung  open  to  the  tyrant's  throne. 

A  ihadc  cblcures  the  reft — Ah,  then,  what  power 

Invidious  from  the  lifted  fickle  fnatch'd 

The  harveft  of  the  plain  ?  So  lively  glows 

The  fair  delufion,  that  our  paiuons  rife 

In  the  beholding,  and  the  glories  fhare 

Of  vifionary  battle.     This  bright  art 

Did  zealous  Europe  learn  of  pagan  hands. 

While  Ihe  aflay'd,  with  rage  of  holy  war. 

To  defolate  their  fields  :  but  old  the  iKiil : 

Long  were  the  Phrygians'  picturing  looms  renown'd; 

Tyre  alfo,  wealthy  feat  of  arts,  excell'd. 

And  elder  Sidon,  in  th*  hiftoric  web. 

Far-diftant  Tibet  in  her  gloomy  woods 
Rears  the  gay  tent,  of  blended  wool  unwoven. 
And  glutinous  materials  :  the  Chinefe 
Their  porcelain,  Japan  its  varnifn  boafls. 
Some  fair  peculiar  graces  every  realm. 
And  each  from  each  a  ihare  of  wealth  acquires. 

But  chief  by  numbers  of  induflrious  handi 
A  nation's  wealth  is  counted  :  numbers  raile 
Warm  emulation :  where  that  virtue  dvv'ells. 
There  will  be  Traffick's  feat ;  there  will  fiie  "build 
Her  rich  emporium.     Hence,  ye  happy  hvains. 
With  hofpitality  inflame  your  breaft. 
And  emulation :  the  whole  world  receive. 
And  with  their  arts,  their  virtues,  deck  your  ifle. 
Each  clime,  each  fea,  the  fpacious  orb  of  each. 

Shall 
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Shall  join  their  various  ftores,  and  amply  feed 
The  mighty  brotherhood ;  while  ye  proceed, 
Aclive  and  enterprizing,  or  to  teach 
The  ftream  a  naval  courfe,  or  till  the  wild. 
Or  drain  the  fen,  or  ftretch  the  long  canal. 
Or  plough  the  fertile  billows  of  the  deep. 
Why  to  the  narrow  circle  of  our  coaft 
Should  we  fubmit  our  limits,  while  each  wind 
Affiils  the  ftream  and  fail,  and  the  wide  main 
Wooes  us  in  every  port?  See  Belgium  build. 
Upon  the  foodful  brine,  her  envy'd  power; 
And,  half  her  people  floating  on  the  wave. 
Expand  her  filhy  regions.     Thus  our  ifle. 
Thus  only  may  Britannia  be  enlarg'd. — 
But  whither,  by  the  vifions  of  the  theme 
Smit  with  fublime  delight,  but  whither  fcrays 
The  raptur'd  Mufe,  forgetful  of  her  taf^  ? 

No  common  pleafure  warms  the  generous  mind, 
When  it  beholds  the  labors  of  the  loom ; 
How  widely  round  the  globe  they  are  difpers'd. 
Prom  little  tenements  by  wood  or  croft. 
Through  many  a  flender  path,  how  fedulous. 
As  rills  to  rivers  broad,  they  fpeed  their  way 
To  public  roads,  to  Foife,  or  Watling-ftreet, 
Or  Armine,  ancient  works :  and  thence  explore. 
Through  every  navigable  wave,  the  fea. 
That  laps  the  green  earth  round :  through  Tyne,  and 

Tees, 
Through  Weare,  and  Lune,  and  merchandizing  Hull, 

And 
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And  Swale,  and  Aire,  whofe  cryrtal  waves  refled 
The  various  colours  of  the  tindur'd  web  ; 
Through  Ken,  fwift  rolling  down  his  rocky  dale. 
Like  giddy  youth  impetuous,  then  at  Wick 
Curbing  his  train,  and,  with  the  fober  pace 
Of  cautious  Eld,  meandering  to  the  deep; 
Through  Dart,  and  fullen  Exe,  whofe  murmuring 

wave 
Envies  the  Dune  and  Rother,  who  have  won 
The  ferge  and  kerfie  to  their  blanching  ftreams  ; 
Through  Tovvy^  winding  under  Merlin's  towers. 
And  Uik,  that  frequent,  among  hoary  rocks. 
On  her  deep  waters  paints  th'  impending  fcene. 
Wild  torrents,  craggs,  and  woods,  and  mountain  fnows. 
The  northern  Cambrians,  an  indullrious  tribe. 
Carry  their  labors  on  pigmean  fteeds. 
Of  fize  exceeding  not  Leiceftrian  fheep. 
Yet  ftrong  and  fprightly  :  over  hill  and  dale 
They  travel  unfatigued,  and  lay  their  bales 
In  Salop's  ftreets,  beneath  whofe  lofty  walls 
Pearly  Sabrina  waits  them  with  her  barks. 
And  fpreads  the  fvvelling  (lieet.     For  no-where  far 
p'rom  fome  tranfparent  river's  naval  courfe 
Arife,  and  fall,  our  various  hills  and  vales, 
No-where  far  diftant  from  the  mailed  wharf,    • 
We  need  not  vex  the  ftrong  laborious  hand 
With  toil  enormous,  as  th*  Egyptian  king. 
Who  join'd  the  fable  waters  of  the  Nile, 
From  Memphis'  towers,  to  th'  Erythraean  gulph  ; 
Vol,  LVin.  P  Or 
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Or  as  the  monarch  of  enfeebled  Gaul, 
Whofe  will  imperious  forc'd  an  hundred  ftreams. 
Through  many  a  foreft,  many  a  fpacious  wild. 
To  ilretch  their  fcanty  trains  from  fea  to  fea. 
That  fome  unprofitable  Ikiff  might  float 
Acrofs  irriguous  dales,  and  hollow'd  rocks. 

Far  eafier  pains  may  fvvell  our  gentler  floods. 
And  through  the  centre  of  the  ifle  conduct 
To  naval  union.     Trent  and  Severn's  wave. 
By  plains  alone  difparted,  woo  to  join 
Majeflic  Thamis.    With  their  iilver  urns 
The  nimble -footed  Naiads  of  the  fprings 
Await,  upon  the  dewy  lawn,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union  ;  and  the  light 
Wood-nymphs;  and  thofe^  who  o'er  the  grots  prefide, 
Whofe  ftores  bituminous,  with  fparkling  fires. 
In  fummer's  tedious  abfence,  chear  the  fwains. 
Long  fitting  at  the  loom ;  and  thofe  befides. 
Who  crown,  with  yellow  flieaves,  the  farmer's  hopes, 
And  all  the  genii  of  commercial  toil : 
Thefe  on  the  dewy  lawns  await,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union,  that  the  fleece. 
And  glofl'y  web,  to  every  port  around 
May  lightly  glide  along.     Ev'n  now  behold, 
Adown  a  thoufand  floods,  the  burden'd  barks. 
With  v/hite  fails  gliiiening,  through  the  gloomy  woods 
Hafle  to  their  harbours.     See  the  filver  maze 
Of  {lately  Thamir,  ever  chequer'd  o'er 
With  deeply -laden  barges,  gliding  fmootli 

And 
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And  conftant  as  his  flream  :  in  growing  pomp* 
By  Neptune  ft  ill  attended,  flow  he  rolls 
To  great  Augufta's  mart,  where  lofty  Trade, 
Amid  a  thoufand  golden  fpires  enthroned. 
Gives  audience  to  the  world  :  the  ftrand  around 
Clole  fwarms  with  bufy  crowds  of  many  a  realm. 
What  bales,  what  wealth,  what  induftry,  what  fleets  t 
LOf  from  the  fimple  fleece  how  much  proceedso 
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CUR  manufactures  exported.  Voyage  through  the 
Channel,  and  by  the  Coaft  of  Spain.  View  of  the 
Mediterranean.  Decay  of  our  Turkey-trade.  Ad- 
drefs  to  the  factors  there.  Voyage  through  the 
Baltic.  The  mart  of  Peterfburgh.  The  ancient 
channels  of  commerce  to  the  Indies.  The  modern 
courfe  thither.  Shores  of  Afric.  Refiefiions  on 
the  flave  trade  The  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  and  the 
eaflern  coalt  of  Africa.  Trade  to  Perfia  and  Indofian 
precarious,  through  tyranny  and  frequent  infurrec- 
tions.  Difputes  between  the  French  and  Englifh, 
on  the  coaft  of  Coromandel,  cenfured.  A  profpecl 
of  the  Spice-iflands,  and  of  China.  Traffic  at 
Canton.  Our  woollen  manufadlures  known  at  Pekin, 
by  the  caravans  from  RufTia.  Defcription  of  that 
journey.  Tranfition  to  the  weftern  hemifphere. 
Voyage  of  Raleigh.  The  ftate  and  advantages  of 
our  North  American  colonies.  Severe  winters  in 
thofe  climates :  hence  the  paffage  through  Hudfon's- 
£ay  impradlicable.     Enquiries  for  an  eafier  paflage 

into 
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into  the  Pacific  ocean.  View  of  the  coalb  of  South 
America,  and  of  thofe  tempeiluous  feas.  Lord  An- 
fon's  expedition,  and  fuccefs  againft  the  Spaniards. 
The  naval  power  of  Britain  confillent  with  the  wel- 
fare of  all  nations.  View  of  our  probable  improve- 
ments in  traffic,  and  the  diltribution  of  our  woollen 
manufadures  over  the  whole  globe. 

'K'T  O W,  with  our  woolly  treafures  amply  ilor'd. 
Glide  the  tall  fleets  into  the  widening  main, 
A  floating  forell :  every  fail,  unfurl'd. 
Swells  to  the  wind,  and  gilds  the  azure  fky. 
Meantime,  in  pleafing  care,  the  pilot  fleers 
Steady;  with  eye  intent  upon  the  fteel. 
Steady,  before  the  breeze,  the  pilot  fleers  : 
While  gaily  o'er  the  waves  the  mounting  prows 
Dance,  like  a  flioal  of  dolphins,  and  begin 
To  ftreak  with  various  paths  the  hoary  deep. 
Batavia's  fliallow  founds  by  fome  are  fought. 
Or  fandy  Elb  or  Wefer,  who  receive 
The  fvvain's  and  peafant's  toil  with  grateful  hand. 
Which  copious  gives  return:  while  fome  explore 
Deep  Finnic  gulphs,  and  a  new  fliore  and  mart. 
The  bold  creation  of  that  Kefar's  power, 
lUuftrious  Peter,  whofe  magnJLfic  toils 
Repair  the  diftant  Cafpian,  and  reflore 
To  trade  its  ancient  ports.     Some  Thanet's  ftrandj, 
And  Dover's  chalky  cliff',  behind  them  turn. 
Soon  finks  away  the  green  and  level  beach 

P  3  Of 


s^i4  DYER'S      POEMS. 

Of  Rumney  marifli  and  Rye's  filent  port. 

By  angry  Neptune  clos'd,  and  Vedla's  ifle. 

Like  the  pale  moon  in  vapor,  faintly  bright. 

An  hundred  opening  marts  are  feen,  are  loft; 

Devonia's  hills  retire,  and  Edgecomb  mount. 

Waving  its  gloomy  groves,  delicious  fcene. 

Yet  ileady  o*er  the  waves  they  fleer :  and  now 

The  fluduating  world  of  waters  wide. 

In  boundlefs  magnitude,  around  them  fwells; 

O'er  whofe  imaginary  brim,  nor  towns. 

Nor  woods,  nor  mountain  tops,  nor  aught  appears^. 

But  Phoebus'  orb,  refulgent  lamp  of  light. 

Millions  of  leagues  aloft :  heaven's  azure  vault 

Bends  over-head,  majeftic,  to  its  bafe. 

Uninterrupted  clear  circumference ; 

Till,  rifmg  o'er  the  flickering  waves,  the  cape 

Of  Finifterre,  a  eloudy  fpot,  appears. 

Again,  and  oft,  th'  adventurous  fails  difperfe  ,, 

Thefe  to  Iberia,  others  to  the  coaft 

Of  Lufitania,  th'  ancient  Tharfis  deem'd 

Of  Solomon ;  fair  regions,  with  the  webs 

Of  Norwich  pleas'd,  or  thofe  of  Manchefter  ;. 

Light  airy  cloathing  for  their  vacant  fwains. 

And  vifionary  monks.     We,  in  return. 

Receive  Cantabrian  fleel,  and  fleeces  foft, 

Segovian  or  Caftilian,  far  renown'd ; 

And  gold's  attra^liv^e  metal,  pledge  of  wealth. 

Spur  of  adivity,  to  good  or  ill 

Powerful  incentive  :  or  Hefperian  fruits. 

Fruit 
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Fruits  of  fpontaiieous  growth,  the  citron  bright, 
The  fig,  and  orange,  and  heart-chearing  wine. 

Thole  fhips,  from  ocean  broad,  which  voyage  through 
The  gates  of  Hercules*,  find  many  feas. 
And  bays  unnuniber'd,  opening  to  their  keels  -, 
But  ihores  inhofpitable  oft,  to  fraud 
And  rapine  turn'd,  or  dreary  trai5ls  become 
Of  defolation.     Ihe  proud  Roman  coafts, 
Fall'n,  like  the  Punic,  to  the  dailiing  waves 
Refign  their  ruins  :  1  iber's  boalled  flood, 
Whofe  pompous  molers  o'erlook'd  the  fubjedl  deep> 
Now  creeps  along,  through  brakes  and  yellow  dull,. 
While  Neptune  fcarce  perceives  its  murmuring  rill : 
Such  are  th'  effects,  when  Virtue  flacks  her  hand ;. 
Wild  Nature  back  returns :  along  thefe  fliores 
Neglected  trade  with  diSculty  toils, 
Colleding  flendsr  ftores,  the  fun-dry'd  grape. 
Or  capers  from  the  rock,  that  prompt  the  tafle 
Of  luxury.     Ev'n  Egypt's  fertile  flrand. 
Bereft  of  human  difcipline,  has  loll 
Its  ancient  luflre  :  Alexandria's  port. 
Once  the  metropolis  of  trade,  as  Tyre, 
And  elder  Sidon,  as  the  Attic  town. 
Beautiful  Athens,  as  rich  Corinth,  Rhodes,. 
Unhoncur'd  droops.     Of  all  the  numerous  marts. 
That  in  thofe  glittering  feas  with  fplendor  rofe. 
Only  Byzantium,  of  peculiar  fitc. 
Remains  in  profperous  Hate  ;  and  Tripolis, 
And  Smyrna,  facred  ever  to  the  Mufe. 

•  The  Hreights  of  Glbrahar, 

P4  To 
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To  thefe  refort  the  delegates  of  trade. 
Social  in  life,  a  virtuous  brotherhood  ; 
And  bales  of  fofteft  wool  from  Bradford  looms. 
Or  Stroud,  difpenfe  j  yet  fee,  with  vain  regret. 
Their  ilores,  once  highly  priz'd,  no  longer  now 
Or  fought,  or  valued :  copious  webs  arrive, 
Smooth-wov'n  of  other  than  Britannia's  fleece. 
On  the  throng'd  ftrand  alluring ;  the  great  fkill 
Of  Gaul,  and  greater  induftry,  prevails  ; 
That  proud  imperious  foe.     Yet,  ah — 'tis  not- 
Wrong  not  the  Gaul ;  it  is  the  foe  within. 
Impairs  our  ancient  marts  :  it  is  the  bribe  ; 
'Tis  he,  who  pours  into  the  Ihops  of  trade 
That  impious  poifon :  it  is  he,  who  gains 
The  facred  feat  of  parliament  by  means. 
That  vitiate  and  emafculate  the  mind  j 
By  fioth,  by  lewd  intemperance,  and  a  fcene 
Of  riot,  worfe  than  that  which  ruin'd  Rome. 
This,  this  the  Tartar,  and  remote  Chinefe, 
And  all  the  brotherhood  of  life,  bewail. 

Meantime  (while  tliofe,  who  dare  be  juft,  oppofe 
The  various  powers  of  many-headed  vice) 
Ye  delegates  of  trade,  by  patience  rife 
O'er  difficulties:  in  this  fultry  clime 
Note  v/hat  is  found  of  ufe  :  the  flix  of  goat. 
Red-wool,  a.nd  balm,  and  caufee's  berry  brown. 
Or  dropping  gum,  or  opium's  lenient  drug  ; 
Unnumber'd  arts  await  them :  trifles  oft,. 
-  fkilftd  labour,  rife  to  high  eiteem. 

Nor 
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Nor  what  the  peafant,  near  feme  lucid  wave, 
Paclolus,  Simois,  or  Mseander  flow, 
Renown'd  in  Itorv,  with  his  plough  up-turns, 
Negle(5l ;  the  hoary  medal,  and  the  vafe. 
Statue,  and  bull,  of  old  magnificence 
Beautiful  reliques :  oh,  could  modern  time 
Reftore  the  mimic  art,  and  the  clear  mien 
Of  patriot  fages,  Walfmghams  and  Yorkes> 
And  Cecils,  in  long-laiHng  flone  preferve  ! 
But  mimic  art  and  nature  are  impair'd— 
Impair'd  they  f^em — or  in  a  varied  drefs 
Delude  our  eyes:  the  world  in  change  delights; 
Change  then  your  fearches,  with  the  varied  modes 
And  wants  of  realms.  Sabean  frankincenfe 
Rare  is  collected  now :  few  altars  fmoke 
Now  in  the  idol  fane  :  Panchaiah  views 
Trade's  bufy  fleets  regardicfs  pafs  her  coafl:: 
Nor  frequent  are  the  freights  of  fnow-white  woofs. 
Since  Rome,  no  more  the  miflrefs  of  the  world. 
Varies  her  garb,  and  treads  her  darkened  Itreets 
With  gloomy  coul,  majeftical  no  more. 
See  the  darkfpirit  of  tyrannic  power. 
The  Thracian  channel,  long  the  road  of  trade 
To  the  deep  Euxine  and  its  naval  fl:reams. 
And  the  Moeotis,  now  is  barr'd  with  chains. 
And  forts  of  hofl:ile  battlement:  in  aught 
That  joys  mankind  the  arbitrary  Turk 
Delights  not:  infolent  of  rule,  he  fpreads 
Thraldom  and  defolation  o'er  his  realms. 

Another 
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Another  path  to  Scythia's  wide  domains ' 
Commerce  difcovers  :  the  Livonian  gulph 
Receives  her  fails,  and  leads  them  to  the  port 
Of  rifmgPeterfburgh,  whofe  fplendid  ftreets 
Swell  with  the  webs  of  Leeds :  the  CofTac  there> 
The  Calmuc,  and  Mungaiian,  round  the  bales 
In  crowds  refort,  and  their  warra'd  limbs  enfold. 
Delighted  r  and  the  hardy  Samoid, 
Rough  with  the  flings  of  froU,  from  his  dark  caves. 
Afcends,  and  thither  haftes,  ere  winter's  rage 
O'ertake  his  homeward  ftep;  and  they  that  dweH 
Along  the  banks  of  Don's  and  Volga's  ftreams ; 
And  borderers  of  the  Cafpian,  who  renew 
That  ancient  path  to  India's  climes,  which  fill'd 
With  proudeil  affluence  the  Colchian  Itate. 

Many  have  been  the  ways  to  thofe  renown 'd 
Luxuriant  climes  of  Indus,  early  known 
To  Memphis ;  to  the  port  of  wealthy  Tyre ; 
To  Tadmor,  beauty  of  the  wildernefs, 
"Who  down  the  long  Euphrates  fent  her  fails  y 
And  facred  Salem,  v/hen  her  numerous  ficets^ 
From  Ezion-geber,  pafs'd  th'  Arabian  gulph. 

But  later  times,  more  fortunate,  have  found* 
O'er  ocean's  open  wave,  a  furer  courfe. 
Sailing  the  weltern  coaft  of  Afric's  realms. 
Of  Mauritania,  and  Nigriiian  trafts. 
And  iflands  of  the  Gorgades,  the  bounds^ 
On  the  Atlantic  brine,  of  ancient  trade  ; 
But  not  of  modern>  by  the  virtue  led 
Of  Gama  and  Columbus.    The  whole  globe 
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Is  now,  of  commerce,  made  the  fcene  immenfe> 
Which  daring  fhips  frequent,  afTociated, 
Like  doves,  or  fwallows,.  in  th*  ethereal  flood,  - 
Or,  like  the  eagle,  folitary  feen. 

Some,  with  more  open  courfe,  to  Indus  fleer ; 
Som2  coall  from  port  to  port,  with  various  men 
And  manners  converfant ;  of  th'  angry  furge. 
That  thunders  loud,  and  fpreads  the  clilfs  with  foam^ 
Regardlefs,  or  the  monfters  of  the  deep, 
Porpoife,  or  grampus,  or  the  ravenous  fnark. 
That  chace  their  keels ;  or  threatening  rock,  o'erhead 
Of  Atlas  old;  beneath  the  threatening  rocks, 
Recklefs,  they  furl  their  fails,  and  bartering  takej> 
Soft  flakes  of  wool;  for  in  foft  flakes  of  wool, 
Like  the  Silurian,  Atlas'  dales  abound. 

The  fnores  of  Sus  inhofpitable  rife. 
And  high  Bojador ;  Zara  too  difplays 
Unfruitful  deferts  J  Gambia's  wave  inifies 
An  ouzy  coafl,  and  peftilentiai  ills 
Diifufes  wide ;  behind  are  burning  fands^ 
Adverfe  to  life,  and  Nilus'  hidden  fount. 

On  Guinea's  fultry  fand,  the  drapery  light 
Of  Mancheiler  or  Norwich  is  beftow'd 
For  clear  tranfparent  gums,  and  duflile  wax^ 
And  fnow-white  ivory;  yet  the  valued  trade. 
Along  this  barbarous  coai%  in  telling,  wounds 
The  generous  heart,  the  fale  of  wretched  flaves ; 
Slaves,  by  their  tribes  condemn'd,  exchanging  death 
For  life-long  fervitude;  fevere  exchange  1 
Thefe  till  our  fertile  colonies,  which  yield 

The 
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The  fugar-cane,  and  the  Tobago-leaf, 
And  various  new  produdlions,  that  invite 
Increafmg  navies  to  their  crouded  wharfs. 

But  let  the  man,  whofe  rough  tempeHuous  hours 
In  this  adventurous  traffic  are  involv'd. 
With  juft  humanity  of  heart  purfue 
The  gainful  commerce  :  wickednefs  is  blind : 
Their  fable  chieftains  may  in  future  times 
Bur  ft  their  frail  bonds,  and  vengeance  execute 
On  cruel  unrelenting  pride  of  heart 
And  avarice.     There  are  ills  to  come  for  crimes. 

Hot  Guinea  too  gives  yellow  duft  of  gold. 
Which,  with  her  rivers,  rolls  adown  the  fides 
Of  unknown  hills,  where  fiery-winged  winds. 
And  fandy  deferts,  rous'd  by  fudden  ftorms. 
All  fearch  forbid :  howe'er,  on  either  hand, 
Vallies  and  pleafant  plains,  and  many  a  trad 
Deem'd  uninhabitable  erft,  are  found 
Fertile  and  populous :  their  fable  tribes. 
In  ihade  of  verdant  groves,  and  mountains  tali. 
Frequent  enjoy  the  cool  defcent  of  rain. 
And  foft  refrefhing  breezes :  nor  are  lakes 
Here  wanting ;  thofe  a  fea-wide  furface  fpread> 
Which  to  the  diilant  Nile  and  Senegal 
Send  long  masanders:  whate'er  lies  beyond. 
Of  rich  or  barren,  ignorance  o'ercalls 
With  her  dark  mantle.     Mon'motapa's  coall 
Is  feldom  vifited ;  and  the  rough  Ihore 
Of  CafFres,  land  of  favage  Hottentots, 
Whofe  hands  unnatural  haften  to  the  grave 

Their 
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Their  aged  parents :  what  barbarity 
And  brutal  igtiorance,  where  fecial  trade 
Is  held  contemptible  !   Ye  gliding  fails. 
From  thefe  inhofpitable  gloomy  Ihores 
Indignant  turn,  and  to  the  friendly  Cape, 
Which  gives  the  chearful  mariner  good  hope 
Of  profperous  voyage,  ileer  :  rejoice  to  view. 
What  trade,  with  Belgian  induftry,  creates, 
Profpeds  of  civil  life,  fair  towns,  and  lawns. 
And  yellow  tilth,  and  groves  of  various  fruits, 
Deledable  in  hulk  or  gloily  rind: 
There  the  capacious  vafe  from  cryilal  fprings 
Replenifti,  and  convenient  ftore  provide. 
Like  ants,  intelligent  of  future  need. 

See,  through  the  fragrance  of  delicious  airs. 
That  breathe  the  fmell  of  balms,  how  traffic  ihapes 
A  winding  voyage,  by  the  lofty  coall 
Of  Sofala,  thought  Ophir;  in  whofe  hills 
Ev'n  yet  fome  portion  of  its  ancient  wealth 
Remains,  and  fparkles  in  the  yellow  fand 
Of  its  clear  ftreams,  though  unregarded  now ; 
Ophirs  more  rich  are  found.     With  eafy  courfe 
The  vefTels  glide ;  unlefs  their  fpeed  be  ftop'd 
By  dead  calms,  that  oft  lie  on  thofe  fmooth  feas 
While  every  zephyr  lleeps:  then  the  fhrouds  drop; 
The  downy  feather,  on  the  cordage  hung. 
Moves  not ;  the  fiat  fea  Ihines  like  yellow  gold, 
Fus'd  in  the  fire;  or  like  the  marble  floor 
Of  fome  old  temple  wide.     But  where  fo  wide. 
In  old  or  later  time,  its  marble  iloor 

Did 
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Did  ever  temple  boaft  as  this,  which  here 

Spreads  its  bright  level  many  a  league  around  ? 

At  folemn  diflances  its  pillars  rife, 

Sofal's  blue  rocks,  Mozambic's  palmy  fteeps. 

And  lofty  Madagafcar's  glittering  ihores. 

Where  various  woods  of  beauteous  vein  and  hue, 

And  gloffy  fhells  in  elegance  of  form. 

For  Pond's  rich  cabinet,  or  Sloan's,  are  found. 

Such  calm  oft  checks  their  courfe,  till  this  bright  fceue 

Is  brufh'd  away  before  the  rifing  breeze. 

That  joys  the  bufy  crew,  and  fpeeds  again 

The  fail  full-fwelling  to  Socotra's  iile. 

For  aloes  fam'd;  or  to  the  wealthy  marts 

Of  Ormus  or  Gombroon,  whofe  llreets  are  oft 

With  caravans  and  tawny  merchants  tiirong'd. 

From  neighbouring  provinces  and  realms  afar; 

And  fill'd  with  plenty,  though  dry  fandy  wades 

Spread  naked  round;  fo  great  the  power  of  trade, 

Perfia  few  ports;  more  happy  Indoilan 
Beholds  Surat  and  Goa  on  her  coaib. 
And  Bombay's  wealthy  iile,  and  harbour  fam'd* 
Supine  beneath  the  Ihade  of  cocoa  groves. 
But  what  avails,  or  many  ports  or  few  ? 
Where  wild  ambition  frequent  from  his  lair 
Starts  up;  while  fell  revenge  and  famine  lead 
To  havoc,  recklefs  of  the  tyrant's  whip. 
Which  clanks  along  the  vallies:  oft  in  vain 
The  merchant  feeks  upon  the  ftrand,  whom  erft, 
Affociated  by  trade,  he  deck'd  and  cloath'd ; 
In  vain,  whom  rage  or  famine  has  devour'd. 
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He  feeks  j  and  with  increas'd  afFeftion  thinks 
•On  Britain.     Still  howe'er  Bombaya's  wharfs 
Pile -up  blue  indigo,  and,  of  frequent  ufe. 
Pungent  falt-petre,  woods  of  purple  grain. 
And  many- cole ur'd  faps  from  leaf  and  flower. 
And  various  gums ;  the  clothier  knows  their  worth; 
And  wool  refembling  cotton,  fhorn  from  trees, 
J^ot  to  the  fleece  unfriendly;  whether  mixt 
In  warp  or  woof,  or  with  the  line  of  flax. 
Or  fofter  filk's  material :  though  its  aid 
To  vulgar  eyes  appears  not ;  let  none  deem 
The  fleece,  in  ar.y  tiaflic,  unconcern'd; 
By  every  traffic  aided;  while  each  work 
Of  art  yields  wealth  to  exercife  the  loom. 
And  every  loom  employs  each  hand  of  art. 
Nor  is  there  wheel  in  the  machine  of  trade. 
Which  Leeds,  or  Cairo,  Lima,  or  Bombay, 
Helps  not,  with  harmony,  to  turn  around. 
Though  all,  unconfcious  of  the  union,  ad. 

Few  the  peculiars  of  Canara's  realm. 
Or  fultry  Malabar;  where  it  behoves 
The  wary  pilot,  while  he  coafts  the  fliores. 
To  mark  o'er  ocean  the  thick  riflng  ifles ; 
Wood/  Chaetta,  Birter  rough  with  rocks; 
Green-rifmg  Barmur,  Mincoy's  purple  hills; 
And  the  minute  Maldivias,  as  a  fwarm 
Of  bees  in  fummer,  on  a  poplar's  trunk, 
Cluftering  innumerable ;  thefe  behind 
His  ftern  receding,  o'er  the  clouds  he  views 
-Ceylon's  grey  peaks,  from  whofe  volcano's  rife 

Dark 
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Bark  fmoke  and  ruddy  flame,  and  glaring  rocks 
Daring  in  air  aloft ;  around  whofe  feet 
Blue  cliffs  afcend,  and  aromatic  groves. 
In  various  profpcft ;  Ceylon  alfo  deem'd 
The  ancient  Ophir.     Next  Bengala's  bay. 
On  the  vafl  globe  the  deepeft,  while  the  prow 
Turns  northward  to  the  rich  difputed  ftrand 
Of  Cor'mandel,  where  trax^c  grieves  to  fee 
Difcord  and  avarice  invade  her  realms. 
Portending  ruinous  war,  and  cries  aloud. 
Peace,  peace,  ye  blinded  Britons,  and  ye  Gauls  j 
Nation  to  Nation  is  a  light,  a  fire, 
Enkindling  virtue,  fcicnces,  and  arts : 
But  cries  aloud  in  vain.     Yet  wife  defence, 
Againil:  ambition's  wide-deftroying  pride, 
Madrafs  erefted,  and  Saint  David's  fort. 
And  thofe  which  rife  on  Ganges'  twenty  ilreams, 
Guarding  the  woven  fleece,  Calcutta's  tower. 
And  Maldo'$  and  Patana's:  from  their  holds 
The  fhining  bales  our  factors  deal  abroad. 
And  fee  the  country's  products,  in  exchange. 
Before  them  heap'd:  cotton's  tranfparent  webs. 
Aloes,  and  caffia,  falutiferous  drugs, 
Alom,  and  lacque,  and  clouded  tortoifelhell. 
And  brilliant  diamonds,  to  decorate 
Britannia's  blooming  Nymphs.     For  thefe,  o'er  all 
The  kingdoms  round,  our  draperies  are  difpers'd. 
O'er  Bukor,  Cabul,  and  the  Badrian  vales. 
And  Caffimere,  and  Atoc,  on  the  ftream 
Of  old  Hvdafpcs,  Porus'  hardy  realm; 

And 
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And  late-dlfcover'd  Tibet,  where  the  fleece. 
By  art  peculiar,  is  comprefs'd  and  v/rought 
To  threadlefs  drapery,  which,  in  conic  forms. 
Of  various  hues,  their  gaudy  roofs  adorns. 

The  keels  which  voyage  through  Molucca's  ftralts. 
Amid  a  cloud  of  fpicy  odours,  fail. 
From  Java  and  Sumatra  breath'd,  whofe  woods 
Yield  iiery  pepper,  that  deilroys  the  moth 
In  woolly  veftures  :  Ternate  and  Tidore 
Give  to  the  feflal  board  the  fragrant  clove 
And  nutmeg,  to  thofe  narrow  bounds  confin'd  ; 
While  gracious  Nature,  with  unfparing  hand. 
The  needs  of  life  o'er  every  region  pours. 

Near  thofe  delicious  ifles,  the  beauteous  coall 
Of  China  rears  its  fummits.     Know  ye  not. 
Ye  fons  of  trade,  that  ever-flowery  fliore, 
Thofe  azure  hills,  thofe  woods  and  nodding  rocks  r 
Compare  them  with  the  pictures  of  your  chart ; 
Alike  the  woods  and  nodding  rocks  o'erhang. 
Now  the  tall  glofly  towers  of  porcelane. 
And  pillar'd  pagods  fliine;  rejoic'd  they  fee 
The  port  of  Canton  opening  to  their  proVl-.;, 
And  in  the  winding  of  the  river  moor. 

Upon  the  ftrand  they  heap  their  glofly  bales. 
And  works  of  Birmingham,  in  brafs  or  flee]. 
And  flint,  and  ponderous  lead  from  deep  cells  rais'd, 
Fit  ballad  in  the  fury  of  the  ftorm. 
That  tears  the  flirouds,  and  bends  the  ftubborn  maft  r 
Thefe,  for  the  artifts  of  the  fleece,  procure 
Various  materials ;  and,  for  affluent  life. 

Vol.  LVIIT.  O  The 
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The  flavour'd  thea  and  glofly  painted  vafe  ; 
Things  elegant,  ill-titled  luxuries. 
In  temperance  us'd,  deleclable  and  good. 
They  too  from  hence  receive  the  Itrongeft  thread 
Of  the  green  filkworm.     Various  is  the  wealth 
Of  that  reno'.vn'd  and  ancient  land,  fecure 
In  conftant  peace  and  commerce ;  till'd  to  th'  height 
Of  rich  fertility  ;  where,  thick  as  Itars, 
Bright  habitations  glitter  on  each  hill. 
And  rock,  and  Ihady  dale;  ev'n  on  the  waves 
Of  copious  rivers,  lakes,  and  bordering  feas. 
Rife  floating  villages ;  no  wonder  ;  when. 
In  every  province,  firm  and  level  roads. 
And  long  canals,  and  navigable  ftreams. 
Ever,  with  eafe,  conduft  the  works  of  toil 
To  fure  and  fpeedy  markets,  through  the  length 
Of  many  a  crowded  region,   many  a  clime. 
To  the  imperial  towers  of  Cambalu, 
Now  Pekin,  where  the  fleece  is  not  unknown ; 
Since  Calder's  woofs,  and  thofe  of  Exe  and  Fromo, 
And  Yare,  and  A\on  flow,  and  rapid  Trent, 
Thither  by  Ruffic  caravans  are  brought. 
Through  Scythia's  numerous  regions,  warte  and  wild, 
Journey  immenfe  !  which,  to  th'  attentive  ear. 
The  Mufe,  in  faithful  notes,  fliall  brief  defcribe. 
From  the  proud  mart  of  Peterfburg,  ere-while 
The  watery  feat  of  defolation  wide, 
IfTue  thefe  trading  caravans,  and  urge, 
Through  dazzling  fnows,  their  dreaiy  tracklcfs  road  ; 
By  compafs  fleering  oft,  from  week  to  week. 

From 
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From  month  to  month ;  whole  feafons  view  their  tolls, 
Neva  they  pafs,  and  Kefma's  gloomy  flood, 
Volga,  and  Don,  and  Oka's  torrent  prone. 
Threatening  in  vain  ;  and  many  a  catara(!:l. 
In  its  fall  Itopt,  and  bound  with  bars  of  ice. 

Clofe  on  the  left  unnumber'd  tradls  they  view 
White  with  continual  froil ;  and  on  the  right 
The  Cafpian-lake,  and  ever- flowery  realms. 
Though  now  abhorr'd,  behind  them  turn,  the  haunt 
Of  arbitrary  rule,  where  regions  wide 
Are  dellin*d  to  the  fword ;  and  on  each  hand 
Roads  hung  with  carcafes,  or  under  foot 
Thick  itrown;  while,  in  their  rough  bewildered  vales. 
The  blooming  rofe  its  fragrance  breathes  in  vain. 
And  filver  fountains  fall,  and  nightingales 
Attune  their  notes,  where  none  are  left  to  hear. 

Sometimes  o'er  level  ways,  on  eafy  fleds. 
The  generous  horfe  conveys  the  fons  of  trade; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  docile  dog  ; 
And  now  the  light  rein-deer,  with  rapid  pace. 
Skims  over  icy  lakes ;  novv^  flow  they  climb 
Aloft  o'er  clouds,  and  then  adowa  defcend 
To  hollov/  vallies,  till  the  eye  beholds 
The  roofs  of  Tobol,  whofe  hill-crowning  walls 
Shine,  like  the  riflng  moon,  through  watery  mills  r 
Tobol,  th'  abode  Of  thofe  unfortunate 
Exiles  of  angry  Hate,  and  thralls  of  war  ; 
Solemn  fraternity  !  where  carl,  and  prince. 
Soldier,  and  ftatefman,  and  uncrefted  chief. 
On  the  dark  level  of  adverfity, 

0^2  Converf.' 
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Converfe  familiar  ;  while,  amid  the  cares 

And  toils  for  hunger,  thiril,  and  nakednefs. 

Their  little  public  fmiles,  and  the  bright  fparks 

Of  trade  are  kindled :  trade  arifes  oft. 

And  virtue,  from  advernty  and  want : 

Be  witnefs,  Carthage ;  witnefs,  ancient  Tyre  ; 

And  thou,  Batavia,  daughter  of  diftrefs. 

This,  with  his  hands,  which  erll  the  truncheon  held. 

The  hammer  lifts ;  another  bends  and  weaves 

The  flexile  willow ;  that  the  mattoc  drives : 

All  are  employ'd  ;  and  by  their  works  acquire 

Our  fleecy  veilures.     From  their  tenements, 

Pleas'd  and  refrelh'd,  proceeds  the  caravan 

Through  lively-fpreading  cultures,  paftures  green. 

And  yellow  tillages  in  opening  woods : 

Thence  on,  through  Narim's  wilds,  a  pathlefs  road 

They  force,  with  rough  entangling  thorns  perplext ; 

Land  of  the  lazy  Oftiacs,  thin  difpers'd. 

Who,  by  avoiding,  meet  the  toils  they  loathe. 

Tenfold  augmented  ;  miferable  tribe. 

Void  of  commercial  comforts  :  who,  nor  corn. 

Nor  pulfe,  nor  oil,  nor  heart-enlivening  wine. 

Know  to  procure ;  nor  fpade,  nor  fcythe,  nor  fliare. 

Nor  focial  aid :  beneath  their  thorny  bed 

The  ferpent  hiflTes,  while  in  thickets  nigh 

Loud  howls  the  hungry  wolf.     So  on  they  fare. 

And  pafs  by  fpacious  lakes,  begirt  with  rocks 

And  azure  mountains ;  and  the  heights  admire 

Of  white  Imaus,  whofe  fhow-nodding  craggs 

Frighten  the  realms  beneath,  and  from  their  urns 

Pour 
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Pour  mighty  rivers  down,  th'  impetuous  ilreams 
Of  Oby,  and  Irtis,  and  Jenifca,  fwift. 
Which  rulli  upon  the  northern  pole,  upheave 
Its  frozen  feas,  and  lift  their  hills  of  ice. 

Thefe  rugged  paths  and  favage  landfcapes  pafs'd, 
A  new  fcene  ftrikes  their  eyes :  among  the  cloudi 
Aloft  they  view,  what  feems  a  chain  of  cliiFs, 
Nature's  proud  work  ;  that  matchlefs  work  of  art, 
The  wall  of  Sina,  by  Chihoham's  power. 
In  earliell  times,  ereded.    Warlike  troops 
Frequent  are  feen  in  haughty  march  along 
Its  ridge,  a  vafl  extent,  beyond  the  length 
Of  many  a  potent  empire;  towers  and  ports. 
Three  times  a  thoufand,  lift  thereon  their  brows 
At  equal  fpaccs,  and  in  profpect  'round 
Cities,  and  plains,  and  kingdoms,  overlook. 

At  length  the  gloomy  paiTage  they  attain 
Of  its  deep- vaulted  gates,  whofe  opening  folds 
Condud  at  length  to  Pekin's  glittering  fpires 
The  deilin'd  mart,  where  joyous  they  arrive. 

Thus  are  the  textures  of  the  fieece  convey 'd 
To  Sina's  diflant  realm,  the  utmoft  bound 
Of  the  flat  floor  of  iledfafl  Earth ;  for  fo 
Fabled  Antiquity,  ere  peaceful  Trade 
Inform'd  the  opening  mind  of  curious  man. 

Now  to  the  other  hemifphere,   my  Mufe, 
A  new  world  found,  extend  thy  daring  wingo 
Be  thou  the  firfl  of  the  harmonious  Nine 
From  high  ParnalTus,  the  unvveary'd  toils 

Q_3  Of 
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Of  induftry  and  valour,  in  that  world 
Triumphant,  to  reward  with  tuneful  fong. 

Happy  the  voyage,  o'er  th'  Atlantic  brine^, 
By  aftive  Raleigh  made,  and  great  the  joy. 
When  he  difcern'd,  above  the  foamy  furge, 
A  rifing  coail,  for  future  colonies. 
Opening  her  bays,  and  figuring  her  capes, 
Ev'n  from  the  northern  tropic  to  the  pole. 
No  land  gives  more  employment  to  the  loom. 
Or  kindlier  feeds  the  indigent ;  no  land 
With  more  variety  of  wealth  rewards 
The  hand  of  labour :  thither,  from  the  wrongs 
Of  lawlefs  rule,  the  free-born  fpirit  files ; 
Thither  AfRiftion,  thither  Poverty, 
And  i\rts  and  Sciences  :  thrice  happy  clime. 
Which  Britain  makes  th'  afylum  of  mankind  ! 

But  joy  fuperior  far  his  bofom  warms. 
Who  views  thofe  Ihores  in  every  culture  drefs'd; 
With  habitations  gay,  and  numerous  towns. 
On  hill  and  valley  ;  and  his  countrymen 
Form'd  into  various  flates,  powerful  and  rich. 
In  regions  far  remote:  who  from  our  looms 
Take  largely  for  themfelves,  and  for  thofe  tribes 
Of  Indians,  ancient  tenants  of  the  land. 
In  amity  conjoin'd,  of  civil  life 
The  comforts  taught,  and  various  new  defires, 
V/hich  kindle  arts,  and  occupy  the  poor. 
And  fpread  Britannia's  flocks  o'er  every  dale. 

Ye,  who  the  ihuttle  call  along  the  loom. 
The  £lk-worm's  thread  inweaving  with  the  fleece. 

Pray 
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Pray  for  the  culture  of  the  Georgian  tracl. 
Nor  flight  the  green  Savannahs,  and  the  plains 
Of  Carolina,  where  thick  woods  arife 
Of  mulberries,  and  in  whofe  water'd  fields 
Up-fprings  the  verdant  blade  of  thirily  rice. 
Where  are  the  happy  regions,  which  afford 
More  implements  of  commerce,  and  of  wealth  ? 

Fertile  Virginia,  like  a  vigorous  bough. 
Which  overfhades  fome  cryftal  river,  fpreads 
Her  wealthy  cultivations  wide  around. 
And,  more  than  many  a  fpacious  realm,  rewards 
The  fleecy  fhuttle  :  to  her  growing  marts, 
The  Iroquefe,  Cheroques,  and  Oubacks,  come. 
And  quit  their  feathery  ornaments  uncouth. 
For  woolly  garments ;  and  the  cheers  of  life. 
The  cheers,  but  not  the  vices,  learn  to  tafle, 
Blufh,  Europeans,  whom  the  circling  cup 
Of  Luxury  intoxicates ;  ye  routs. 
Who,  for  your  crimes,  have  fled  your  native  land  ; 
And  ye  voluptuous  idle,  who,  in  vain. 
Seek  eafy  habitations,  void  of  care : 
The  fons  of  nature,  with  aflonifhment. 
And  deteftation,  mark  your  evil  deeds ; 
And  view,  no  longer  aw'd,  your  nervelefs  arms. 
Unfit  to  cultivate  Ohio's  banks. 

See  the  bold  emigrants  of  Accadic, 
And  MafTachufet,  happy  in  thofe  arts 
That  join  the  politics  of  Trade  and  War, 
Bearing  the  palm  in  either  :  they  appear 

Qj.  Better 
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Better  exemplars ;  and  that  hardy  crew. 
Who,  on  the  frozen  beach  of  Newfoundland, 
Kang  their  white  fiHi  amid  the  parching  winds  : 
The  kindly  fieece,  in  webs  of  Dumeld  woof. 
Their  limbs,  bennmb'd,  enfolds  with  cheerly  warmth. 
And  frize  of  Cambria,  worn  by  thofe,  who  feek. 
Through  gulphs  and  dales  of  Hudfon's  winding  bay. 
The  beaver's  far,  though  oft  they  feek  in  vain. 
While  Winter's  froiiy  rigor  checks  approach, 
Ev'n  in  the  fiftieth  latitude.     Say  why 
(If  ye,  the  travel'd  fons  of  commerce,  know). 
Wherefore  lie  bound  their  rivers,  lakes,  and  dales^ 
Hrdf  the  fun's  annual  courfe,  in  chains  of  ice  ? 
While  the  Rhine's  fertile  fhcre,  and  Gallic  realms. 
By  the  fame  zone  encircled,  long  enjoy 
Warm  beams  of  Phcsbus,  and,  fapine,  behold 
Their  plains  and  hillocks  blul"h  with  clultering  vines. 

Muf:  it  be  ever  thus  ?  or  may  the  hand 
Of  mighty  Labor  drain  their  gudy  lakes. 
Enlarge  the  brightening  fky,  and,  peopling,  warm 
The  opening  vallies,  and  the  yellowing  plains  ? 
Or  rather  fhall  we  burft  ftrong  Darlen's  chain. 
Steer  our  bold  fleets  between  the  cloven  rocks. 
And  through  the  great  Pacific  every  joy 
Of  civil  life  diffufe  r  Are  not  her  ifles 
Numerous  and  large  :  Have  they  not  harbours  calm. 
Inhabitants,  and  manners  ?  haply,  too, " 
Peculiar  fciences,  and  other  forms 
Of  trade,  and  ufefal  produds,  to  excJiange 
For  woolly  vellures  r  'Tis  a  tedious  courfe 

Bv 
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By  the  Antarctic  circle :  nor  beyond 

Thofe  fea -wrapt  gardens  of  the  dulcet  reed, 

Bahama  and  Caribbee,  may  be  found 

Safe  mole  or  harbour,  till  on  Falkland's  ifle 

The  ftandard  cf  Britannia  fhall  arife. 

Proud  Buenos  Aires,  low- couched  Paraguay, 

And  rough  Corrientes,  mark,  with  hoilile  eye. 

The  labouring  vefiel :  neither  may  we  truH 

The  dreary  naked  Patagonian  land. 

Which  darkens  in  the  wind.     No  traffic  there. 

No  barter  for  the  fleece.     There  angry  fVorms 

Bend  their  black  brows,  and,  raging,  hurl  around 

Their  thunders.     Ye  adventurous  mariners. 

Be  firm;  take  courage  from  the  brave.     'Tv/as  there 

Perils  and  confiids  inexpreflible 

Anfon,  with  Heady  undefpairing  breafr, 

Endur'd,  wlien  o'er  the  various  globe  he  chac'd 

His  country's  foes.     Fail-gathering  tempefts  rouz'd 

Huge  ocean,  and  involv'd  him  :  al!  around 

Whirlwind,  and  fnow,  and  hail,  and  horror :  now, 

R  apidly,  with  the  world  of  waters,  down 

Defcending  to  the  channels  of  the  deep. 

He  view'd  th'  uncover'd  bottom  of  th'  abyfs ; 

And  now  the  liars,  upon  the  loftieH  point 

Tofs'd  of  the  Iky-mix'd  furges.     Oft  the  burfl 

Of  loudell  thunder,  with  the  dafn  of  feas. 

Tore  the  wild-flying  fails  and  tumbling  mafls  ; 

While  flames,  thick- flalhing  in  the  gloom,  reveal'd 

Ruins  of  decks  and  fhrouds,  and  fights  of  death. 

Yet 
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Yet  on  he  far'd,  with  fortitude  his  chear. 
Gaining,  at  intervals,  flow  way  beneath 
Del  Fuego's  rugged  cliffs,  and  the  white  ridge. 
Above  all  height,  by  opening  clouds  reveal'd. 
Of  Montegorda,  and  inacceflible 
Wreck-threatening  Staten-lands  o'erhanging  fliore. 
Enormous  rocks  on  rocks,  in  ever-wild 
PoUure  of  falling;  as  when  Pelion,  rear'd. 
On  OiTa,  and  on  Ofla's  tottering  head 
Woody  Olympus,  by  the  angry  gods 
Precipitate  on  earth  were  doom'd  to  fall. 

At  length,  through  every  tempeft,  as  fome  branch. 
Which  from  a  poplar  falls  into  a  loud 
Impetuous  catarad,  though  deep  immersed. 
Yet  re-afcends,  and  glides,  on  lake  or  ftream. 
Smooth  through  the  vallies;  fo  his  way  he  won 
To  the  ferene  Pacific,  flood  immenfe. 
And  rear'd  his  lofty  mails,  and  fpread  his  fails. 

Then  Paita's  walls,  in  waiting  flames  involv'd> 
His  vengeance  felt,  and  fair  occafion  gave 
To  fliew  humanity  and  continence. 
To  Scipio's  not  inferior.     Then  was  left 
No  corner  of  the  globe  fecure  to  pride 
And  violence:  although  the  far-llretch'd  coalt 
Of  Chili,  and  Peru,  and  Mexico, 
Arm'd  in  their  evil  caufe;  though  fell  Difeafe, 
Un'bating  Labor,  tedious  Time,  confpir'd. 
And  Heat  inclement,  to  unnerve  his  force; 
Though  that  wide  fea,  which  fpreads  o'er  half  the 
world, 

Deny'd 
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Deny'd  all  hofpitable  land  or  port ; 

Where,  feafons  voyaging,  no  road  he  found 

To  moor,  no  bottom  in  th'  abyfs,  whereon 

To  drop  the  faftening  anchor;  though  his  brave 

Companions  ceas'd,  fubdued  by  toil  extreme; 

Though  folitary  left  in  Tinian's  feas. 

Where  never  was  before  the  dreaded  found 

Of  Britain's  thunder  heard;  his  wave-worn  bark 

Met,  fought,  the  proud  Iberian,  and  o'ercame* 

So  fare  it  ever  with  our  country's  foes  1 

Rejoice,  ye  nations,  vindicate  the  fway 
Ordain'd  for  common  happinefs.     Wide,  o'er 
The  globe  terraqueous,  let  Britannia  pour 
The  fruits  of  plenty  from  her  copious  horn. 
What  can  avail  to  her,  whofe  fertile  earth 
By  Ocean's  briny  waves  are  circumfcrib'd. 
The  armed  hoft,  and  murdering  fword  of  war. 
And  conqueil  o'er  her  neighbours  ?  She  ne'er  breaks 
Her  folemn  compadls,  in  the  lull  of  rule : 
Studious  of  arts  and  trade,  Ihe  ne'er  difturbs 
The  holy  peace  of  ftates.     'Tis  her  delight 
To  fold  the  world  with  harmony,  and  fpread. 
Among  the  habitations  of  mankind. 
The  various  wealth  of  Toil,  and  what  her  fleece^ 
To  clothe  the  naked,  and  her  fkilful  looms. 
Peculiar  give.     Ye  too  rejoice,  ye  fvvains  ; 
Increafing  commerce  Ihall  reward  your  cares. 
A  day  will  come,  if  not  too  deep  we  drink 
The  cup,  which  luxury  on  carelefs  wealth. 
Pernicious  gift,  beftows ;  a  day  will  come, 

"VYhen^ 
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When,  through  new  channels  failing,  we  Ihall  clothe 

The  Californian  coafr,  and  all  the  realms 

That  ftretch  from  Anian's  ilreights  to  proud  Japan; 

And  the  green  ifles,  which  on  the  left  arife 

Upon  the  glaffy  brine,  whofe  various  capes 

Not  yet  are  figur'd  on  the  failors  chart : 

Then  every  variation  fhall  be  told 

Of  the  magnetic  Heel;  and  currents  mark'd. 

Which  drive  the  heedlefs  veiTel  from  her  courfe. 

That  portion  too  of  land,  a  tracl  immenfe. 
Beneath  th'  Antardlic  fpread,  fhall  then  be  known. 
And  new  plantations  on  its  coaft  arife. 
Then  rigid  Winter's  ice  no  more  fhall  wound 
The  only  naked  animal ;  but  man 
With  the  foft  fleece  ihall  every-where  be  cloath'd, 
Th'  exulting  Mufe  ihall  then,  in  vigor  freih. 
Her  flight  renew.     Mean-while,  with  weary  wing. 
O'er  Ocean's  wave  returning,  ihe  explores 
Siluria's  flowery  vales,  her  old  delight. 
The  fliepherd's  haunts,  where  the  iirft  fprings  arife 
Of  Britain's  happy  trade,  now  fpreading  wide. 
Wide  as  th'  Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas. 
Or  as  air's  vital  fluid  o'er  the  globe. 


THE 
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r-|"^  H  E  morning  's  fair,  the  lufty  fun 
\_     With  ruddy  cheek  begins  to  run ; 
^^nd  early  birds,  that  wing  the  fkies. 
Sweetly  fing  to  fee  him  rife. 

1  am  refolv'd,  this  charming  day. 
In  the  open  field  to  ftray  ; 
And  have  no  roof  above  my  head. 
But  that  whereon  the  gods  do  tread. 
Before  the  yellcvv  barn  I  fee 
A  beautiful  variety 
Of  itrutting  cocks,  advancing  flout. 
And  flirting  empty  chaff  about. 
Hens,  ducks,  and  ^tt{t,  and  all  their  brood. 
And  turkeys  gobbling  for  their  food ; 
While  ruftics  thraih  the  wealthy  floor. 
And  tempt  all  to  crowd  the  door. 

What  a  fair  face  does  Nature  fhow  ? 
Augufta,  wipe  thy  dufty  brow ; 
A  landlldp  wide  falutes  my  fight. 
Of  Ihady  vales,  and  mountains  bright ; 
And  azure  heavens  I  behold. 
And  clouds  of  filver  and  of  gold. 
And  now  into  the  fields  I  go. 
Where  thoufand  flaming  flowers  glow; 
And  every  neighbouring  hedge  I  greet. 
With  honey-fuckles  fmelling  fw^et. 
Now  o'er  the  daify  meads  1  ibray, 
Aad  meet  with,  as  I  pace  my  way. 

Sweetly 
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Sweetly  filming  on  the  eye, 
A  rivulet  gliding  fmoothly  by ; 
"Which  fhews  with  what  an  eafy  tide 
The  moments  of  the  happy  glide. 
Here,  finding  pleafure  after  pain. 
Sleeping,  I  fee  a  wearied  fwain, 
While  his  full  fcrip  lies  open  by. 
That  does  his  healthy  food  fupply. 

Happy  fwain,  fure  happier  far 
Than  lofty  kings  and  princes  are  ! 
Enjoy  fweet  lleep,  which  fhuns  the  crown. 
With  all  its  eafy  beds  of  down. 

The  fun  now  fhows  his  noon-tide  blaze. 
And  fheds  around  me  burning  rays. 
A  little  onward,  and  I  go 
Into  the  fhade  that  groves  beftow ; 
And  on  green  mofs  1  lay  me  down. 
That  o'er  the  root  of  oak  has  grown ; 
Where  all  is  filent,  but  fome  flood 
That  fweetly  murmurs  in  the  wood ; 
But  birds  that  warble  in  the  fprays. 
And  charm  ev'n  Silence  with  her  lays. 

Oh  powerful  Silence,  how  you  reign 
In  the  Poet's  bufy  brain  I 
His  numerous  thoughts  obey  the  calls 
Of  the  tuneful  water -falls. 
Like  moles,  whene'er  the  coaft  is  clear. 
They  rife  before  thee  without  fear. 
And  range  in  parties  here  and  there. 


} 
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Some  wildly  to  ParnafTus  wing. 
And  view  the  fair  Cailalian  fpring ; 
Where  they  behold  a  lonely  well. 
Where  now  no  tuneful  Mufes  dwell; 
But  now  and  then  a  (lavifh  hind 
Paddling  the  troubled  pool  they  find. 

Some  trace  the  pleafmg  paths  of  joy^ 
Others  the  blifsful  fcene  dellroy ; 
In  thorny  tracks  of  forrow  flray. 
And  pine  for  Clio  far  away. 
But  Hay — Methinks  her  lays  I  hear. 
So  fmooth  !  fo  fweet !  fo  deep  !  fo  clear ' 
No,  'tis  not  her  voice  1  find, 
'Tis  but  the  echo  ftays  behind. 

Some  meditate  ambition's  brow, 
And  the  black  gulph  that  gapes  below : 
Some  peep  in  courts,  and  there  they  fee 
The  fneaking  tribe  of  Flattery. 
But,  ftriking  to  the  ear  and  eye, 
A  nimble  deer  comes  bounding  by  ! 
When  rulhing  from  yon  ruftling  fpray, 
Tt  made  them  vanilli  all  away. 

I  rouzc  me  up,  and  on  I  rove, 
'Tis  more  than  time  to  leave  the  grove. 
The  fun  declines,  the  evening  breeze 
Begins  to  whifper  through  the  trees ; 
And,  as  I  leave  the  fylvan  gloom. 
As  to  the  glare  of  day  I  come. 
An  old  man's  fmoky  neft  I  fee. 
Leaning  on  an  aged  tree ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  willow  walls,  and  furzy  brow, 

A  little  garden  fway  below. 

Through  fpreading  beds  of  blooming  green. 

Matted  with  herbage  fweet,  and  clean, 

A  vein  of  water  limps  along. 

And  makes  them  ever  green,  and  young. 

Here  he  puffs  upon  his  fpade. 

And  digs  up  cabbage  in  the  fhade  : 

His  tatter'd  rags  are  fable  brown. 

His  beard  and  hair  are  hoary  grown  ; 

The  dying  fap  defcends  apace^ 

And  leaves  a  withered  hand  and  face. 

Up  *  Grongar  hill  I  labour  now. 
And  catch  at  lail:  his  bufhy  brow. 
Oh,  how  freih,  how  pure  the  air  ! 
Let  me  breathe  a  little  here. 
Where  am  I,  Nature  ?  I  defcry 
Thy  magazine  before  me  lie  ! 

Temples  ! — and  towns  ! — and  towers ! — and  woods ! 
And  hills ! — and  vales  ! — and  fields  ! — and  floods  1 
Crouding  before  me,  edg'd  around 
With  naked  wilds,  and  barren  ground. 

See,  below,  the  pleafant  dome. 
The  Poet's  pride,  the  Poet's  home. 
Which  the  fun-beams  fhine  upon. 
To  the  even,  from  the  dawru 
See  her  woods,  where  Echo  talks. 
Her  gardens  trim,  her  terras  walks, 

*  A  hill  in  South  Wales, 

Her 
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Her  vvilderne/Tes,  fragrant  brakes. 
Her  gloomy  bowers,  and  ihining  lakes. 
Keep,  ye  gods,  this  humble  feat. 
For  ever  pleafant,  private,  neat. 

See  yonder  hill,  upriiing  fteeps 
Above  the  river  flow  and  deep : 
It  looks  from  hence  a  pyramid. 
Beneath  a  verdant  foreft  hid  ; 
On  whofe  high  top  there  rifes  great. 
The  mighty  remnant  of  a  feat. 
An  old  green  tower,  whofe  batter'd  brow 
Frowns  upon  the  vale  below. 

Look  upon  that  flowery  plain. 
How  the  flieep  furround  their  fwain. 
How  they  crowd  to  hear  his  ftrain  ! 
All  carelefs  with  his  legs  acrofs. 
Leaning  on  a  bank  of  mofs. 
He  fpends  his  empty  hours  at  play. 
Which  fly  as  light  as  down  away. 

And  there  behold  a  bloomy  mead, 
A  filver  llream,  a  willow  fliade. 
Beneath  the  fliade  of  fiflier  fland. 
Who,  with  the  angle  in  his  hand. 
Swings  the  nibbling  fry  to  land. 

In  bluflies  the  defcending  fun 
KiflTes  the  flireams,  while  flow  they  run  | 
And  yonder  hill  remoter  grows. 
Or  dufky  clouds  do  interpofe. 
The  fields  are  left,  the  labouring  hind 
His  weary  oxen  does  unbind ; 

Vol.  LYUL  R  And 
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And  vocal  mountains,  as  they  low. 
Re-echo  to  the  vales  below  ; 
The  jocund  ihepherds  piping  come. 
And  drive  the  herd  before  them  home ; 
And  now  begin  to  light  their  fires. 
Which  fend  up  fmoke  in  curling  fpires  ! 
While  with  light  hearts  all  homeward  tend. 
To  *  Abergafney  I  defcend. 

But,  oh !  how  blefs'd  would  be  the  day. 
Did  I  with  Clio  pace  my  way. 
And  not  alone  and  folitary  llray. 


1 
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XT'  E  poor  little  fheep,  ah  !   well  may  ye  ilray, 
^     While  fad  is  your  {hepherd,  and  Clio  away  ! 
Tell  where  have  you  been,  have  you  met  with  my  love. 
On  the  mountain,  or  valley,  or  meadow,  or  grove  ? 
Alas-aday,  No— Ye  are  ftray'd,  and  half  dead; 
Ye  faw  not  my  love,  or  ye  all  had  been  fed. 

Oh,  Sun,  did  you  fee  her  ? — ah !  furely  you  did  : 
*Mong  what  willows,  or  woodbines,  or  reeds,  is  fhe  hid  ? 
Ye  tall,  whirling  pines,  that  on  yonder  hill  grow. 
And  o'erlook  the  beautiful  valley  below. 
Did  you  fee  her  a-roving  in  wood  or  in  brake  ? 
Or  bathing  her  fair  limbs  in  fome  filent  lake  ? 

Ye  mountains,  that  look  on  the  vigorous  eall. 
And  the  north,  and  the  fouth,  and  the  wearifom  weft, 

*  The  name  of  a  feat  bclongljig  to  the  Author's  brother. 

Pray 


THE      EN  QJJ  I  R  Yo  143 

Pray  tell  where  (he  hides  her,  you  furely  do  know, 
And  let  not  her  lover  pine  after  her  fo. 

Oh,  had  I  the  wings  of  an.  eagle,  Vd  fly 
Along  with  bright  Phoebus  all  over  the  Iky; 
Like  an  eagle,  look  down,  with  my  wings  widedifplay'd, 
And  dart  in  my  eyes  at  each  whifpsring  (hade  : 
I'd  fearch  every  tuft  in  my  diligent  tour, 
I'd  unravel  the  woodbines,  and  look  in  each  bower. 
Till  I  found  out  my  Clio,  and  ended  my  pain. 
And  made  myfelf  quiet,  and  happy  again. 

An  epistle  to  a  famous  PAINTER- 

T^ELIGHTFUL  partner  of  my  heart, 
■*-^  Mafler  of  the  lovelieU  art ! 
How  fvveet  our  fenfes  you  deceive. 
When  we,  a  gazing  throng,  believe  ! 
Here  flows  the  Po !— The  Minis  there^ 
Winding  about  with  fedgy  hair  ! 
And  there  the  Tyber's  yellow  flood. 
Beneath  a  thick  and  gloomy  wood  ! 
And  there  Darius'  broken  ranks 
Upon  the  Grannie's  bloody  banks ; 
Who  bravely  die,  or  bafely  run 
From  Philip's  all-fubduing  fon  ! 
And  there  the  wounded  Porus  brought 
(The  brave  ft  man  that  ever  fought  1) 
To  Alexander's  tent,  who  eyes  * 

His  dauntlefs  vifage,  as  he  lies  t 

In  death's  moft  painful  agonies.  J 

R  7.  1> 
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To  me  reveal  thy  heavenly  art. 
To  me  thy  myfteries  impart. 
As  yet  I  but  in  verfe  can  paint. 
And  to  th'  idea  colour  faint 
What  to  the  open  eye  you  fhow. 
Seeming  Nature's  living  glow  ! 
The  beauteous  Ihapes  of  objedls  near! 
Or  diilant  ones  confus'd  in  air  1 
The  golden  eve,  the  blufhing  dawn. 
Smiling  on  the  lovely  lawn  ! 
And  pleafmg  views  of  chequer'd  glades  ! 
And  rivers  winding  through  the  fhades  ! 
And  funny  hills  !— and  pleafant  plains  ! 

And  groups  of  merry  nymphs  and  fwains  ! 

Or  fome  old  building,  hid  with  grafs. 
Rearing  fad  its  ruin'd  face  ; 
Whofe  columns,  frizes,  ftatues,  lie. 

The  grief  and  wonder  of  the  eye  ! 

Or  fwift  adown  a  mountain  tall : 

A  foaming  catarad's  founding  fall; 

Whofe  loud  roaring  ftuns  the  ear 

Of  the  wondering  traveller  ! 

Or  a  calm  and  quiet  bay. 

And  a  level  fhining  fea ! 

Or  furges  rough,  that  froth,  and  roar. 

And,  angry,  dafh  the  founding  fhore ! 

And  veflels  toft  !  and  billows  high  1 

And  lightning  flafhing  from  the  fky  ! 

Or  that  which  gives  me  moft  delight. 

The  fair  idea  (feeming  fight !) 


Of 
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Of  warrior  fierce,  with  Ihining  blade  ! 
Or  orator,  with  arms  difplay'd  1 
Tully's  engaging  air  and  mien,. 
Declaiming  againil  Cataline. 
Or  fierce  Achilles  towering  high 
Above  his  foes,  who  round  him  die. 
Or  Hercules,  with  lion's  hide. 
And  knotty  cudgel,  thrown  afide. 
Lifting  Antssus  high  in  air  ! 
Who,  in  his  gripe,  expires  there  ! 

Or  Sifyphus,  with  toil  and  fvveat. 
And  mufcles  flrain'd,  llriving  to  get 
Up  a  lleep  hill  a  ponderous  ilcne. 
Which  near  the  top  recoils,  and  rolls  impetuous  douru 
Or  beauteous  Helen's  eafy  air. 
With  head  reclin'd,  and  flowing  hair ; 
Or  comely  Paris,  gay  and  young. 
Moving  with  gallant  grace  along  ! 
Thefe  you  can  do  ! — I  but  advance 
In  a  florid  ignorance  ; 
And  fay  to  you,  who  better  know. 
You  Should  defign  them,  fo  and  fo. 

TO    AARON    HILL,    E  S  Q^ 

On  his  POEM  called  GIDEON. 

^T^  ELL  me,  wondrous  friend,  where  were  you 

When  Gideon  was  your  lofty  fong  1 
Where  did  the  heavenly  Ipirit  bear  you. 

When  your  fair  foul  reflefted  itrong. 

R  3.  Gide    *E 
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Gideon's  a£lions>  as  they  fhin'd 
Bright  in  the  chambers  of  your  mind ! 
Say^  have  you  trod  Arabia's  fpicy  vales. 

Or  gather'd  bays  beiide  Euphrates'  flream. 
Or  lonely  fung  with  Jordan's  water-falls. 

While  heavenly  Gideon  was  your  facred  theme. 
Or  have  you  many  ages  given 

To  clofe  retirement  and  to  books  ! 
And  held  a  long  difcourfe  with  Heaven, 

And  notic'd  Nature  in  her  various  looks  !. 
Full  of  infpiring  wonder  and  delight. 

Slow  read  I  Gideon  v/ith  a  greedy  eye  i 
Like  apleas'd  traveller  that  lingers  fweet 
On  fome  fair  and  lofty  plain 
Where  the  fun  does  brightly  fliine. 
And  glorious  profpefts  all  around  him  lie  I. 
On  Gideon's  pages  beautifully  ihine. 

Surprizing  pict.ures  rifmg  to  my  light,. 
Vi^ith  all  the  life  of  colours  and  of  line. 

And  all  the  force  of  rounding  Ihade  and  ligh-c^ 
And  all  the  grace  of  fom.ething  m.ore  divine  L 
High  on  a  hill,  beneath  an  oak's  broad  arm, 
I  fee  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
"  Penfive  he  leans  his  head  on  his  left  hand ; 
*•'  His  fm.iling  eye  ftieds  fweetnefs  mLx'd  with  awe,. 
»*  His  right  hand,,  with  a  milk-white  v/and,  fome  figure 
"  feems  to  draw ! 
"  A  namelefs  grace  is  fcatter'd  through  his  air, 
*^  And  o'er  his  fhoulders  loofely  flows  his   amber- 
**'  colour 'd  hair  I" 

Above^ 
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Above,  with  burning  blufh  the  morning  glows. 
The  waking  world  all  fair  before  him  lies  ; 
**  Slow  from  the  plain  the  melting  dews, 
*'  To  kifs  the  Ain-beams,  climbing,  rife,"  &c, 
Methinks  the  grove  of  Baal  I  fee. 
In  terrafs'd  ftages  mount  up  high. 
And  wave  its  fable  beauties  in  the  Iky, 

''  From  ftage  to  fiage,  broad  fteps  of  half-hid  ftone, 
"  With  curling  mofs  and  blady  grafs  overgrown, 

"  Lead  awful 

Down  in  a  dungeon  deep, 
"  Where  through  thick  walls,  oblique,  the  broken  light 
**  From  narrow  loop-holes  quivers  ro  the  fight, 

*'  With  fwift  and  fjrlous  ibide, 
*'  Clofe-folded  arms,  and  ihort  and  fudden  Harts, 
"  The  fretful  prince,  in  dumb  and  fulien  pride, 

**  Revolves  efcape 

Here  in  red  colours  glowing  bold 
A  v/arlike  figure  ftrikes  my  eye  ! 
The  dreadful  fudden  iight  his  foes  behold 
Confoimded  fo,  they  lofe  the  pov/er  to  fly ; 
*'  Backening  they  gaze  at  diitance  on  his  face, 
"  Admire  his  pofture,  and  confefs  his  grace; 
«'  His  right  hand  grafps  his  planted  fpear.  Sec.'' 
Alas  !  my  Mufe,  through  much  good- v/ill,  you  err; 
And  we  the  mighty  author  greatly  wrong  ; 
To  gather  beauties  here  and  there. 
As  but  a  fcatter'd  few  -.here  were. 
While  every  v/ord  's  a  beauty  in  liis  fong  1 

[Thofe  lines  in   this  Pcem  marked  thus  "  are  taJzen  oat 
of  the  Pcem  called  Gideon.] 
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To  Mr.  Dyer.     By  A  a  r  o  n  H  i  l  l,  Es<^ 

V^HILE,  charm'd  with  Aberglafney's  quiet  plains^ 
The  Mufes,  and  their  Emprefs,  court  your  flrainsj, 
Tir'd  of  the  noify  town,  fo  lately  try'd, 
Methinks,  I  fee  you  fmile,  on  Towy's  fide  ! 
Penfive,  her  mazy  wanderings  you  unwind,. 
And,  on  your  river's  margin,  calm  your  mind. 
Oh! — greatly  blefs'd — whate'er  your  fate  requires^ 
Your  du(5lile  wifdom  tempers  your  delires  1 
Balanc'd  within,  you  look  abroad  ferene,. 
And,  marking  both  extremes,  pafs  clear  between. 

Oh  !   could  your  lov'd  example  teach  your  fkill. 
And,  as  it  moves  my  wonder,  m.end  my  will  1 
Calm  would  my  paiHons  grow; — my  lot  would  pleafe ,:: 
And  m.y  fick  foul  might  think  itfelf  to  eafe  1 
But,  to  the  future  while  I  Itrain  my  eye. 
Each  prefent  good  flips,  undiilinguifli'd,  by. 
Still,  what  I  would,  contends  with  what  I  canj> 
And  my  wild  wifhes  leap  the  bounds  of  man. 

If  in  my  power  it  lies  to  limit  hope, . 
And  my  unchain'd  defires  can  fix  a  fcope. 
This  were  my  Choice — Oh,  Friend  !   pronounce  me 

poor; 
For  I  have  wants,  which,  wealth  can  never  cure  ! 

Let  others,  with  a  narrov/'d  Hint  of  pride. 
In  felfiih  views,  a  bounded  hope  divide  i. 


If 
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[{ I  muft  wifh  at  all — Defires  are  free. 
High,  as  the  Higheft„  I  would  wifh  to  be  ! 
Then  might  I,  fole  fupreme,  aft,  unconfin'd. 
And  with  unbounded  influence  blefs  mankind. 
Mean  is  that  foul,  whom  its  own  good  can  fill ! 
A  profperoLis  world,  alone,  could  feafc  my  will. 
He's  poor,  at  belt,  who  others  mifery  fees. 
And  wants  the  wifh'd-for  power  to  give  them  eafe  I 
A  glory  this,  unreached,  but  on  a  throne  ! 
All  were  enough — and,  lefs  than  all,  is  none ! 

This  my  firlt  wiih: — But  fmce  'tis  wild,  and  vain. 
To  grafp  at  glittering  clouds,  with  fruitlefs  pain. 
More  fafely  low,  let  my  next  profped  be,. 
And  life's  nirld  evening  this  fair  fun-fet  fee. 

Far  from  a  Lord's  loath'd  neighbourhood — a  State  t 
Whofe  little  greatnefs  is  a  pride  I  hate  ! 
On  fome  lone  wild,  Ihould  my  large  houfe  be  plac'd^> 
Vaitly  furrounded  by  a  healthful  wafte  ! 
Steril,  and  coarfe,,  the  untry'd  foil  Ihould  be,. 
Till-forc'd  to  flourifh,  and  fubdued  by  me. 
Seas,  woods,  meads,  mountains,  gardens,  flreams,  and." 

Ikies, 
Should,  with  a  changeful  grandeur,  charm  my  eyes ! 
Where ->e'er  I  walk'd,  effects  of  my  paft  pains 
Should  plume  the  mountain  tops,  and  paint  the  plainj^^ 
Greatly  obicure,  and  fhunning  courts,  or  name  ! 
Widely  befriended,  but  efcaping  fame; 
Peaceful,  in  ftudious  quiet,  would  I  live. 
Lie  hid,  for  leifure,  and  grow  rich,  to  give  ! 

TO 
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TO    MR.    SAVAGE, 

Saw  of  the  late  Earl  Rivers. 

SINK  not,  my  friend,  beneath  misfortune's  weighty. 
Pleased  to  be  found  intrinfically  great. 
Shame  on  the  dull>  who  think  the  foul  looks  lefs, 
Becaufe  the  body  wants  a  glittering  drefs. 
It  is  the  mind's  for- ever  bright  attire. 
The  mind's  embroidery,  that  the  wife  admire  ! 
That  which  looks  rich  to  the  grcfs  vulgar  eyes. 
Is  the  fop's  tinfel,  which  the  grave  defpife. 
Wealth  dims  the  eyes  of  crowds,  and  whale  they  gaze;. 
The  coxcomb  's  ne'er  difcover'd  in  the  blaze  ! 
As  few  the  vices  of  the  wealthy  fee> 
So  virtues  are  conceal'd  by  povert)% 

Earl  Rivers  ! — In  that  name  how  would'ft  thou  fliine  -' 
Thy  verfe,  how  fweet !  thy  fancy,  how  divine ! 
Critics  and  Bards  would,  by  their  worth,  be  aw'd. 
And  all  would  think  it  merit  to  applaud. 
But  thou  has  nought  to  pleafe  the  vulgar  eye. 
No  title  haft,  nor  what  might  titles  buy. 
Thou  wilt  fmall  praife,  but  much  ill-nature  find. 
Clear  to  thy  errors,  to  thy  beauties  blind ; 
And  if,  though  few,  they  any  faults  can  fee. 
How  meanly  bitter  will  cold  cenfure  be  1 
But,  fmce  we  all,  the  wifeft  of  us,  err. 
Sure,  'tis  the  greateft  fault  to  be  fevere^ 

A  few^ 
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A  few,  however,  yet  exped  to  find. 
Among  the  miily  miliions  of  mankind. 
Who  proudly  Hoop  to  aid  an  injur 'd  caufe. 
And  o'er  the  fheer  of  coxcombs  force  applaufe. 
Who,  with  felt  pleafure^  fee  fair  Virtue  rife. 
And  lift  her  upwards  to  the  beckoning  prize  ! 
Or  mark  her  labouring  in  the  modefl  breaft. 
And  honour  her  the  more,  the  m.ore  depreft. 

Thee,  Savage,  thefe  (the  juftly  great)  admire. 
Thee,  quick'ning  Judgment's  phlegm  with  Fancy's  fire  % 
Thee,  flow  to  cenfure,  earneft  to  commend. 
An  able  critic,  but  a  willing  friend. 

An  EPISTLE  to  a  Friend  in  Town*. 

HAVE  my  friends  ia  the  town,  in  the  gay  bufy 
town. 
Forgot  fuch  a  man  as  John  Dyer  ? 
Or  heedlefs  defpife  they,  or  pity  the  clown, 
Whofe  bofom  no  pageantries  fire  ? 

No  matter,  no  matter — content  in  the  ihades — 
(Contented? — why  every  thing  charms  me) 

Fall  in  tunes  all  adown  the  green  fieep,  ye  cafcades^ 
Till  hence  rigid  virtue  alarms  me. 

Till  outrage  arifes,  or  mifery  needs 

The  fwift,  the  intrepid  aven-ger;. 
Till  facred  religion  or  liberty  bleeds. 

Then  mine  be  the  deed,  and  the  danger. 

*  Among  the   Poems  of  Mr.  Savage,  there  Is  one  to. 
Mr.  Dyer,  in  anfwer  to  his  from  the  country. 

Alast. 
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Alas !  what  a  folly,  that  wealth  and  domain 

We  heap  up  in  iin  and  in  forrow  1 
Immenfe  is  the  toil,  yet  the  labour  how  vain  I 

Is  not  life  to  be  over  to-morrow? 

Then  glide  on  my  moments,  the  few  that  I  have 
Smooth-fhaded,  and  quiet,  and  even; 

While  gently  the  body  defcends  to  the  grave^ 
.'^d  the  fpirit  arifes  to  heaven. 

TO    MR.   DYER.     B  Y    C  L  I  O  *. 

T  'VE  done  thy  merit  and  my  friendfhip  wrongly 

In  holding  back  my  gratitude  fo  long ; 
The  foul  is  fure  to  equal  tranfport  rais'd. 
That  juftly  praifes,  or  is  juftly  prais'd : 
The  generous  only  can  this  pleafure  know 
Who  tafte  the  god-like  virtue — to  beflow  ! 
I  ev'n  grow  rich,  methinks,  while  I  commend; 
And  feel  the  very  praifes  which  I  fend. 
Nor  jealouf/  nor  female  envy  find. 
Though  all  the  Mufes  are  to  Dyer  kind. 

Sing  on,  nor  let  your  modefl:  fears  retard, 
Whofe  verfe  and  pencil  join,  to  force  reward  : 
Your  claim  demands  the  bays,  in  double  v/reath> 
Your  Poems  lighten,  and  your  pidures  breathe. 

I  wifh  to  praife  you,  but  your  beauties  wrong ; 
No  theme  looks  green,  in  Clio's  artlefs  fong: 

•  Among  the  Poems  of  Mi-.  Savage,  Is  an  Epiftle,  occa- 
cafLoned  by  Mr.  Dyer's  Pi(ftuj-e  of  this  Lady, 

But 
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•But  yours  will  an  eternal  verdure  wear. 
For  Dyer's  fruitful  foul  will  flouriili  there. 
My  humbler  lot  was  in  low  diftance  laid ; 
I  was,  oh,  hated  thought !   a  woman  made ; 
Por  houfhold  cares,  and  empty  trifles  meant. 
The  Name  does  immortality  prevent. 
Yet  let  me  ftretch,  beyond  my  fex,  my  mind. 
And,  rifmg,  leave  the  fluttering  train  behind ; 
Nor  art,  nor  learning,  wifh'd  affiftance  lends, 
JBut  nature,  love,  and  mufic,  are  my  friends. 
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